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d SKETCH OF THfi 

He was inlended for the nunistry, and his prectpton 
were eTerj way competent to the task of prepario; 
him for tbe important office for which he was design- 
cfd.— His stadiet were various; the French, Ger- 
man, Latin, and Greek langnages, history, geography, 
and mnsic: but a desire to distinguish himself as a 
poet, amongst his school-fellows, soon interfered with 
his more beneficial pursuits. When only ten years old, 
he began the unprofitable employment of writing ¥«rse», 
which was continued, with unabating ardour, till the 
period when he quitted Fulneck, in 1787 ; they 
were chiefly on religious subjects. This early de- 
TOtion to poetry he has oyer regarded as the source of 
many troubles. It was this unpropitious attachment 
which, at school, stood in the way of his improvement ; 
this which finally altered his destination in life, and 
seduced him to exchsinge an almost monastic seclusion 
from society, for the hufiy and bustle of a world which, 
hitherto, has but iUy repaid him for the sacrifice. 

When removed from Fulneck, the views of his 
friends were so far changed, that we find him placed 
by them in a retail shop at Mirfield, near Wakefield* 
Here, though he was treated with great kinduesa, 
and had only too little business, and too much leisure 
to attend to his favourite employment, he became ex- 
ceedingly disconsolate, and, after remaining in his new 
ntuation about one year and a half, he privately ab- 
sconded, and, with less than five shillings in his pocket, 
and the wide world before him, began his career in 



pmv£t of fame and fprtmM. Hm igMranM of mn* 
kind, the resoU of iiif retired and rdigioiia ednoatioia; 
the eonfieqoent timpHcitj of his mauMif, and hk for* 
lom appearance, exposed him to the contempt of somOf 
and to the compassion of others, to whom he applied. 
The hcUliaitt biri>ble of patronage, wealth and oekbrH 
tf, whieh floated befbfe his imagination, soon bout, 
and om ^e &Rh day of his travels he foond a situatioii, 
similar to the one he had left, at the Tillage of Wath, 
near Rotheiham. A residence in London was the ob* 
ject of bis amfaitiom ; but wanting the means to cany 
him thither, lie resolved to remain in the coontiy till 
he could procure them ; according!/ he wrote to his 
fiiends, amoi^^st the Moravian Brethren, whom he had 
forsaken, reqnestiQg them to recommend him to his 
new master, oonseioas they had nothing to allege 
against Um, excepting the imprudent step of separat- 
ing himself from them ; and not being nnder articles of 
apprentieeship at Mirfield, be besought them not to 
oompel him to return.— ^e received from them the 
most- generous propotiiiions of forgiveness, and aa 
establishment more congenial to bis wishes. This he 
declined, frankly exf^aining the causes of his late mel- 
anclKiljr, but concealing the ambitious motives which 
had secretly proBq[>ted him to withdraw from their be- 
nevolent protection. Finding him unwilling to yield, 
they suppled his immediate necessities, and warmly 
reconmiended him to the kindness of the master he 
had «hosen« It was this master, with whom he re< 
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M MuBc d M^ tw«lre moBtiM, that maiiy jetan ftAer- 
Wi^diy in the most cdanitoM period of BifoBtgoinery't 
Bfe) iovsht hmi out aaiidst hn mitfetCuaes, not for tiit 
pnrpoie of oftring oonsohitioii on! j, bvt of soraif hiiB 
•obttioitiftUjr hj OTory meaiiB in hit power. The m* 
terview whicb todL plaee between the old anB and 
his fenBor servant, the evening previous to his ttotal at 
Doneailer, wfll ever live in the reaeiBhraBoe o# hies 
who can forget an injorjr, hot not a kindness. No 
hAhei could have evinced a greater afiection for a der* 
ling soft: the tears be shed wove honourable to lui 
feelings, and were the best testimony to the oondaet 
and integrity of James Montgomery. 

From Wath he removed to London, having pveptftd 
his way by sending a volume of his manuscript poems 
to Mr* Harrison, then a bookseller in Paternoster row. 
Mr. Harrison, who was a man of ooweot taste and lib- 
eral disposkioB, received him kite his house, and gave 
hkn the greatest encouragement to cultivate his talents, 
but none to publish bis poems $ seeing as he observed 
Bo probability that the author would acquire either 
ibme or fortune by appearing at that time before the 
publie. The remark was Justi but It conveyed the 
Biost unexpected and afflicting information to our 
youthfid poet, who yet knew little of the world esoept 
from books, and who had permitted his imagination to 
be denied with the accounts which he had read of the 
^dendid success, and munificent patroni^, whidi 
Qoetshad formeily experienced. Qe was so disheart- 



ene^ hj Hut c i w— tMice, tliat, on oecanon of a »»• 
undeivtaBdiDg with Mr. Harriflon, be, at the end of 
eight moiithi, <{iBtted the metropolie, and retimited to 
Wath, where he was veceiTed with a hearty wefoome 
by hia IbiiBer employer. While in London, having 
been adnMd to turn hia attention to proae, aa mora 
proitaUe than Terse, -he compoaed an eaatem atoiy 
which he took one eveningto apobhaheriii the eaat end 
of the town. Being directed throng the ihop, to the 
private room of the great man, he pVesented hk rnana* 
■dipt in form. The prodent booleieller read the title, 
maiked the number, of pagea, coonted the linei in a page, 
and made 8^ ealcnlation of the whole ; then tonung to 
the author, who stood in astonishment at this summary 
mode of deciding on the merit of a woik of imaghia- 
tion, he very ciriBy returned the copy, saying, ^ Sir» 
your manuscript ia too small— it wou^t do for m»— > 

take it'to , he publisbes these kind of things.** 

Bion%omery retreated with so much confnrion from 
tiw presence of the bookadler, that in pasaing through 
the diop, he dashed hia unfortunate head against a 
patent lamp, broke the glass, apilledthe oil, and making 
an awkward apology to the shopmen, who were titter^ 
ing behind the counter, to the no small mortification of 
the poor author, he rushed into the street, equally un- 
able to restrain bis vexation or his laughter, and re- 
tired to his home, filled with chagrin and disappoint- 
ment at this Ittdiccouf and untoward misadtenture. 
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Worn Wath, where MoQtgoMery kftd ■ooglit ddj • 
itemporaiy residenoe, he re«OTed m 170Sy aild «iig»§eA 
himself with Mr. Oak», of Siieffield, who thes prioM 
a newBpeper, in which pepttlar politiet were adroewled 
with greajt Zealand ability. To this paper he co&tribnt* 
ed essays and verses occasionaUy ; b«t though poh- 
tses sometimes engaged the seTvice of his head, the 
Muses had his whole hearty and he tednlooi^ ciitttTai« 
•d their Ikvour, though no longer with thoee falsa, yet 
uramting hopes, whieh fennerly sUnniiatttd hit oxer* 
tions. In 1794, when Mr^ Gales left England, a yen* 
tleman, to whom BIonlgOBety was almost an en- 
lite strai^r, enabkd him to undertake the foiA' 
oationoftfae newspaper on hii own account t but it 
was a perflous situation on which he entered : the Ten* 
geance wMeh was ready to burst upon bis predeceasef 
aoon feB upon him. At the present day it woidd acaiee- 
fj be be^ered, were it not to be fotmd in the records of 
n court of justice, that in 1796, Montgmneiy wee ee»> 
dieted of ha!ving libelled the war, then earryi^ on be« 
tween Great Britain and France, by p^lisfaing, «t the 
request of a stranger, whom he had never before aeetti 
s song written by a clergyman of Bel&st, nau mmUh% 
Ufore the ww hegmi. This fact was admitted in 
court; and tiiougfa the name of this eomitry did net 
occur in the hbel, nor was there a single note or cmda* 
ment, of any kind whatever, affixed to the original 
words, which were composed at the time, and in cen- 
sure of the Duke of Brunswick^s proclamation an4 
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to Paris, he wm pronoanoed gwUjfif and Mn- 
leooed to thfoa^ months impnaanmen% and a fine oC 
twoBlj poHBds. Mr. M. A. TajrJor pratided on thit 
aocanoB* Tfaa fint veidiet daliyeiad hy the jinrj aftar 
•se haw^i deliberation) was ^^ Guitty (^ jniMuJUr^.** 
Tfak vsrdicl, tantamount to an acquittal, they were 
dincfnd to Mcontider, and to deduce the malicioni in* 
tentiott, not firem the ciicnmstancea attonding the pub* 
licalBon^ but from the words of the songs another 
boar% deliberation produced a general Teidict of 
^ Gtii{/jr«''-«rThis transaction requires no comment* 

Scanoelf bad lAontgomei/ returned to his home 
wbeft he was again called upon, to answer for another 
sfiBnoe* A not took place in the streets of Sheffield, 
in whaeh, unfortunately, two men were shot fajy the 
military. In the warmth of his feelings he detailed the 
dreadAU eeeuivence in his paper ; the detail was deem- 
ed a Sbal, and he was again sentenced to six months 
inprisanmeBt, and a ine of thirty pounds. The magis- 
tnsle, who prosecuted him on this occasion, is now dead, 
and Montgomery would be the last man in the world 
whocoidsi permit any thing to be said here, in jostifi- 
Oatisn of himself, whioh might seem to casta reflection 
en the memory of one, who afterwards treated him with 
the most friendly attention, and promoted his interest 
by e? «ry means in his powe^. 

The actiwe imagination of Montgomery bad induced 
him to snnpose that the deprivation of liberty ^ was the 
loss of eveiy earthly good : in confinement he learned 
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ano&er lesson, And he bore it with fortitode and cheer- 
Ailness. In Toik castle he had opportunities of 
amusement, as well as leisure for stady, and he found 
Idndness, consolation, and friendship within the waHa 
of a prison. During confinement he wrote, and pre- 
pared for the press, a volume of poems, which he puh- 
fished in 1797j under the title of ^* Priton Awwue- 
menti ;*^ biithis spirits and his hopes were now so brok- 
en, that he made no exertion to recommend this work 
to public attention, ^nce that time he has continued 
to Htc at ShefSeld, and conduct his newspaper with tol- 
erable quiet; but the waywu^ events of his yOntii, his 
polftical sufferings, and the disappointment of his fond- 
est hopes at an early period of life, have hitherto borne 
him down, with such a weight of listlessness «t one 
time, and despondency at another, that for the last ten 
years, he has neither sought for fame nor fortune, with 
the diligence and perseverance that are cnecessaiy to 
their attamment. It is a fact well known among bis 
friends, that his last volume was more than three yean 
passing through his own press, during whiob pttiod 
most of the pieces of which it is composed were writ-, 
ten, and the place now occupied by the Wandecer of 
Switzeriand, was first filled by another po^n, and of « 
very different character, which the author cancelled, 
after nearly the whole was printed off. The racceai 
this volume has obtained cannot be attributed to any 
exertions he has made to promote its oircvlation $ bad 
it depended on these only, it is probable it 
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iiave shared the fate of his Prison Aansements, aa4 
have been alreadj jTorgotteut or rather never known* 

Such are, the princifal events of the thirty-five yean 
of the life of James Montgomery, of whom it may be 
said, nature never infused into a human composition a 
greater portion of Idndness and genuine philanthropy : 
a heart more sensibly alive to every better, as well as 
eyery finer feeling, never beat in a human breast. Per- 
haps Dp two individuals, in manners, pursuits, charac- 
ter, and composition, ever more exactly corresponded 
with each other, than the subject of this memoir, and 
the late William Cowper, the Olney poet. The same 
b^nevplence of heart, the same modesty of deportment, 
the same purity of fife, the same attachment to literary 
pursuits, the same ^fondness for solitude and retire- 
ment from the public haunts of men ; and, to com- 
plete the picture, the same ardent feeling in the cause 
of religion, and the same disposition to gloom and mel- 
ancholy* One who has been honoured with his con- 
fidence and esteem, and who, with very few excep- 
tions, has passed hours with him da|ly, for the last four- 
teen years, may surely be permitted to bear testimony 
to his steady attachment as a friend, and bis excel- 
lence as an associate. Little known, even by bis 
townsmen, he has been enroneously supposed to have 
a strong predUection in favour of politics, which, 
though in soine measure connected with his business, 
are but rarely permitted to interfere with bis studies, 
or mingle with his amusements* His person, which is 
VOL. I. 2 
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rather below the middle st&ture, k nestly formed ; hit 
leatares hamfe the generd espresnoB of mmp^ckj and 
beiteTolence, fendered move inlerefltiiig by « faae of 
jnelanebolj tbait fierradee tiiem. When mfanated bj 
convenatieii, Ins eye is oncommonlj briHktit, «fid -hn 
whole oeimtenftBoe h AiU "of hitelligeBce : %e poMes^et 
great command of language ^ Im olMervtf tkms are <t^ae 
of an acvte and penetratii^ mind, and ^ expresMota 
are frequently strikingly metaphorical and eloquent. 
By all who fee and converse wHh him he is esteemed ; 
by all who know him, he is beloved. 

If any are yet desirous of a moi« intimate aoqsaint-. 
ance with Montgom^, if they wish to poesesB a more 
complete portrait of the man, and a faUer transor^t of 
his feelings, these may be found in this volume, particu- 
larly in the Lyre, the Pillow, Hannah, and the Grave, 
and depicted with a minuteness that almost obviates 
the necessity of this biography, 

A short inquiry into Montgomery^ pretensioitt as a 
poet will conclude this memoir. 

A Chatterton, or a Dermody is not the grow^ of 
every soil, and I have not another wonder to add to the 
list of those, who, by their talents in eariy Kfe, have 
attracted the admiration t)f the public, Poelio exoel* 
lence is a quality so difficult of attainm^t, to Ihr in- 
deed beyond the reach of premature genius, tiiat it 
can only be approached by tilow gradations : and «o 
lamentably deficient are juvenile compositioiM -in gen- 
eral, in the essentials that constitute poetry, 4hiilt^ey 



are CMDly at ^nt penucd to gnlify evMitj^ apd 
leaTing no impreflsioii <m tiM nund, it ««ver afttrwardft 
recurs to them. Montgomaiy^s ichool*boj prodqo- 
tiom, which are more Mmatlnble lor boldntw of con* 
eeption than felicitj of «xpi«MioD, are not entitkd to |i 
more honovable dbtini^tios. Tho Mkmhtf Knot, 
written levera] years prQvaons to his hemof Fnfaieck;, 
nay peifaapi gratify the 4 
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TJ^OX AS. OnX TO 90UTVOS. 

litl ve wander dow^ and ivfw 
nflMgfa tho loIitBfy gnyv» { 
ll n i y e r»a^ attenoe reigns^ 
ftura where Phflmnel compkunt| 
Madtbit tncfle^ fixr the tkta 
Of hia lailiiy MOKdemd a»to. 
BothMltf ! wi«t lanentaMe found 
Bchn«i through tho grOToi around f 
SaOiiy thrangh tho Aittering air, 
Tbe^ waning owls fte woodlwnda waie. 
WhAesthns niwii^ on I itroD| 
flaming consteHattonB roH 
Qnfck towaidi tho midnight goal. 
Lost in nnsU oihaonrely dim, 
Tho shadowy landscape seems to iwim ; 
CJynthia, sister of old Night, ' 

GSds his sullen brow with light ; 
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« Oft her modest face she shrouds 
In a veil of silvery clouds, 
Bnrstiug forth with brighter bcfttms, 
As if washed in their white streams ; 
Rides majestic o^er the skj, 
While the clonds around her fly s 
This is thy nocturnal dress. 
Solitude ! sweet shepherdess. 

Montgomery's eiurliest compositions had the stamp 
f>f seriousness impressed upon them ; but on receiTing 
in London a check to his ambition, they assumed 
a very different charactcfr. Despairing of success in 
the higher walks of poetry, he cultivated the humour- 
ous and burlesque, and took for his model Fontaine 
and Hall Stevenson, the prototypes of Peter Pindar. 
This was an erratic wandering, not likely to terminate 
to his advantage, and imprisonment and serious re- 
flection induced his return to the patfi he had forsaken. 
His ^< Prison^Amusements,'' tiiougfa on the whole very 
inferior to this volume, contain many passages eminent- 
ly beautiliil, and some del%htlul tittle poems. The 
extracts which follow are firom the *^ Brahmin,*' a 
poem in two cantos, the only production he has yet 
given to the world in heroic measure. The first is a 
part of his description of the Brahmin, and will be read 
with pleasure ; the second is a gem ^of the most ex- 
quisite finish. 



^^ like aether pwi, expaMive M the pole. 
And boQBtiftil aa satiire was hia aoid ; 
Benevoleiiee, the finand of all diaftwt, 
Had built her temple ia hia fao^ bveaai ; 
He healed the sick, the drooptng qmit cheered, 
Crrief ahonned hia eje and angvith diaa|^ared. 
He spoke ; deapair like nidiiisht fled away, 
lie smiled and comfort brighteaed like the day. 
• • • • • 

Majestic lising, like the vivid nMrni, 
On wings of winds magnificently borne, 
A strong, impecial eagle monnts en high. 
Cleaves the light ckMsds and sails ahmg the sky, 
Broad to the son his kindling breast he tvms, 
Till all his plumage in the radianoe boms ; 
While fh)m his eye, reanimated light 
Breaks like the daj3^spriBg on the brow of night. 
Now from the throne of noon his sight he bends. 
Where far beneath the dusky world esUends, 
His boundless vision bean^ from pole to pole, 
Where empires flourish and where oceans roU ; 
The radiant palace pf the mom he sees, 
And the green vales that nurse (be ev«ung breeae ;. 
The realms of ice where tempeats dwell forlorn, ' 
And southern seas, where vernal showers are bom. 
Sublimely thus, wHh transport uneonfined. 
On wings of inmiortality, the mind 
Through naturals infinite dominions soars, 
Admires her works, her mysteries explores. 
2* 
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From wisdom^ ton Imbibefl intfriirin^ Iglit, 
And glories in the grandetir of lier flight ; 
While far reinov«d-the groTttUng worid appears 
A mount of follies asd a Tak of teaia.*^ 

It is always grafifyitig io oontemplate the tdnmph of 
genius over time, place, and ckcomsta&ea; to behold her 
setting at nought the malace and the frowns of Ibrtime ; 
lifting her head above the storm that assails h^r ; dis- 
plajing her richest endowments and issuing her sub- 
limest emanations from the walls of a prison. 

The next extract, somewhat faultj from the recur- 
rence of the same rhyme in two following stanzas, wiH 
close my selections from Montgomery's Prison Amuse- 
ments. It is here introduced, because it unfolds not 
only the acuteness of his sufferings during the first 
hours of confinement, but the train of thinking, and 
the feeling whioh taught him resignation, even under 
the pressure of great bodily indisposition. 

He tells us, that his Muse 

^^ Saw him in prison desponding and faint, 
She saw him in act to expire. 

Then melting her voice to the tenderest tone. 

The lovely enthusiast began 
To sing in sweet numbers the comforts unknown 

That solace the soul of the man, 
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Who hated, fonftkeB, tofnented, oppveit, 

And wreitling with aogiuBh Mreiv, 
Can torn lus eye inward, $bA riew in hk hfeatt 

A conacience nocload^d aad ckur. 

The o«pt»e looked up with a langnfcibiiig eye, 

Hilf quou^ied in a trennilouf tear ; 
He saw the meek angel of Hope ftanding by, 

He beard her sofieit hi* ear : 

Her strain then exalting, and twelling her lyre, 

The triompbs of patience she sung, 
WfaHe paeons of music and language of Are 

Flowed foil and sablinie from her tongne.** 

From " A TALB TOO mvB.'^ 

Montgomery's last production has passed the ordeal 
of criticism with success, and attained a place in the 
estimation of the public, to which it is entitled by ila 
intrinsic excellence. The Wanderer of Switseriand 
has been receiyed with kindness, and treated with hos- 
pitality : bis story has been heard with attention, and 
the tear has been shed upon his sorrows. 

Fastidions most the taste of that man be who could 
peruse the preceding extracts, and withhold from 
their author the name and honours of a poet ; his char^ 
acter, as a candidate for these honours, is all that re- 
mains to be added; though but a sketch, the linea* 
meats given will be found to be correct. 
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The ▼ariow ^iMilkicailioiu «Meiitiel to pctafry am t6 
be found in the poeni of lioii%tNB«if rnMiAewi of 
fancy, itrength and iplendoar »f iawfiniitiew, bold and 
appropriate metaphor, great yigpm of thought, giAce 
and fenronr of eiq>renion ; they kmre a ilnooth, har- 
monious iow of Teraifioation,. mated with greait tender- 
ness and feeling : his cadences and his pansea are pecu- 
liarly his own % so likewise are the general tone and 
colonring that pervade them. His strains haye hot lit- 
tle similitvde to those of any other poet, one alone ex- 
cepted : sometimes he has borrowed the harp of Coi* 
lins, whose spirit breathing upon its strings, makes 
melancholy music. 
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*^ Thoi4;li long of windi and wares the sport, 
«« Condemned in wretchedness to roam, 
^^ LiTB !— thon shalt find a sheltering port, 
k quiet homc.^* 



^St J*-.— 



Thx historica] &ct8 aHoded to ill Thb Wavdb&xs 
OF SwiTsXRLAHD, may be found in the SvppUmeni to 
CoxtU TVaveb, in PlaniaU History of tlu Hehetio 
Confederaey^ and in ZsehokkoU Invation of Smioef^ 
land bjf the French^ in 1798, trmsUUed by Dr. Aikin. 
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PART I. 

A Wanderer of Switzerland and his Famfly, coniitting 
of his Wife, his Daughter, and her young Children, 
emigrating from their Conntiy, in consequence of its 
subjugation by the French in 1798, arrire at the Cot- 
tage of a Shepherd, beyond the frontiers, where they 
are hospitably entertained. 



'' WANDERER I whither dost thou roam ? 
Weary Wanderer, old and grey ! 
Wherefore hast thou left thine home, 
In the sunset of thy day .^' 

W. ^ In the sunset of my day. 
Stranger ! I haye lost my home : 
Weary, wandering, old and grey, 
Therefore, therefore do I roam. 



I 
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Here, mine arms a wife tfllbld, 
Fainting in their weak embrace ; 
There, my danghter^s charms behold, 
Withering in Ukat widowed teei. 

These her infants— Oh ! their sire, 
Worthy of the race of TELL, 
In the battlers fiercest fin. 
In his country's battle — ^fell !'* 

S, ^* SwrrnsaLAJfi) then gave thee birth V 
W. "Aye — ^*twas SwitsE&uurn of yore ; 
T^xs^y degraded #p.ot of eajrth X 
T>9u ^ $wxTC|aii,Avi> 9o more. 

O^er thy monntaitts, 9imk in blood, 
Are the waves of ruin hurled ; 
Like the waters of the flood, 
Rolling round a buri.e4 werU^'^ 

S. " Tet wffl time the deluge itop ; 
Then may Switzerland be blest : 
On St. Gothavd's hoary top, a 
Shall the Ark of Freedom rwt/« 

W. " No :— Irreparably test, 
On the day that made us sJaves, 
Freedom's Ark, by tempests tost, 
Fotmdered on the swi^owing waTet." 
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5. ^^ Welcome, Wanderer M.thoa art, 
All my blesiiiigii to partake ; 
Tet tlirice welcome to my heart, 
For tliiiie injured ooiintiy'f lake. 

On the western hiUt afitr, 
Evemng lingers with delist, 
Wlule she views her faTourite star, 
Brightening on the brow of night. 

Here, though lowly be my lot, 
£nter freely, freely share 
AB the comforts of my cot ; 
Humble shelter, homely five. 

Spouse ! I bring a saifering gnest. 
With his famUy of grief ; 
Bid the weary pilgrims rest. 
Yield, O yield them sweet relief.^' 

S'i W.^lma yield them sweet refief : 
Weaiy pilgrims ! welcome here ; 
Welcome, family of grief ! 
Welcome to my warmest cheer.'^ 

W, '^ If the prayers of broken hearts 
Rise acceptably above, 
Pitying Heaven will take our parts ; 
Helping Heaven reward yonr kwe.^' 
3* 
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S. " Haste, recruit ^e Miag ire V 
High the winter faggotb rttlsei : 
See the crackling dettnes a«|^iye ; 

how cheerful!/ tbey bla^ ! 

Moumen ! now forget yoDtr eaf«w, 
And, till supper board be erowiMd, 
Closelj draw jojtt fireside ohiaiMi } . 
Form the dear domestic rovnd*^^ 

W. «* Host, thy smiling daqghtifiB b^ \ 
Bring those rosj lads of thine : 
Let them mingle in the nag, 
With these poor lost babeti of ^miae.^ 

S» ^^ Join the ring, n^ gfib and btfys ; 
This enchanting circle, this 
Binds the social loves aad joy« $ 
»Tis the fairy ring of Uisi P^ 

W. *^0 ye loves and j(^ ! tlwt sport 
In the fairy ring of bliM, 
Oft with me ye held your oport $ 

1 had once a home like ttik ! 

Bountiful my former lot 
As my native countiy^s rills ; 
The foundations of my cot 
Were her everiastmg hiUi^^ 
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But those streams no longtf pottr 
Rich abundance round my lands ; 
And my fatber^s cot flo more 
On my fatber^s mountaiil stands. 

By a bondred winters p9ed^ 
When the glaciers^ dalk wHh desfh^ b 
Hang o^er precipices wild. 
Hang — suspended by A breath t 

If a pulse but thfOh dttras* 

Dashed down dreadful ilk ir hiee^ 
(For a pulse will break the chanib,) 
Headloi^ rolls the itick of l\se. 

Struck with horrdv, stiff and pek^ 
When the chaos breaks on kigi^ 
AH that Tiew it from the vait) 
All that hear it coiMng^ die. 

In a day and hour accurst, 
O^er the wretched land of TELL^ 
Thus the Oallic ruin burst, 
Thus the Gallic glacier fell !" 

S. ^* Hush that melancholy strain ; 

Wipe those unayailing tears.'^ 
W. *^ Nay— permit me to con^lain ; 

'Tis the pririiege of years. 
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^Tis the privilege of .wo, 
Thus her anguish to impart ; 
And the tears that freely flow 
Ease the agonizing heart.^^ : 

5k ^^ Yet suspend thy griefs awhile : 
See the plenteous table crowned ; 
And mj wife^s endearing smile 
Beams a rosy welcome round. 

Cheese, from mountain dairies pretty 
Wholesome herbs, nutritious roots. 
Honey, from the wild bee's nest, 
Cheering wine, and ripened fruits ; 

These, with soul-nistaining bread, 
My paternal fields afford ; 
On such fare our fathers fed : 
Hoary Pilgrim ! bless the board.^' 
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After supper, the Wanderer, at the desire of his hosti 
relates the soirows and siifiienBga of his coAalihr, 
dwiDg the inyasion and conquest of it hj the Freaob, 
in connexion with his own storj. 



«^ WANDER£R ! bowed with griefs and years, 
Wanderer ! with the chedc so pale, 
O giye language to those tears ! 
Tell their melancholj tale.^* 

W, *^ Stranger-friend ! the tears tibat flow 
Down the channels of this cheek, 
Tell a mjsteiy of wo, 
Which no human tongue can spedK. 
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Not the pang! of ^ H<^ dofencd' 
My tormented bosom tear ; 
On that tomb of Hope interred^ 
Scowk the speotre of Despair. 

Where the Alpine tannlts riie, 
Height o^er height stiqpendoiit hurled, 
lake the piUan of the skies, 
like the ramparts of the world ; 

Bom in Freedom^s eagle.nest. 
Rocked b j whirlwinds in their rage, 
Nursed at Freedom's stormy breast, 
Lived my sires from age to i^« 

High o^er Underwaiden*s vak. 
Where the forest fronts the mom ; 
Where the boundless eye might sail, 
OVr a sea of mountains borne ; « 

There my little native cot 
Peeped upon my father's farm : 
O it was a happy spot, 
Rich in every rural charm I 

There my life, a silent stream, 
Olid along, yet seemed at rest ; 
Lovely, as an infant's dream, 
On the waking mother's breast* 
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Tin ibe storm, that wfeoked the trorid, 

In its hoirible carcer, 

Into hopeless rain hvled 

AH this aching heart held dear. 

On the princely towers of Berne 
F^ the Oallic thnnder-strcte t 
To the lake of poor Lnceme, 
An sabmitted to the yoke. 

Reding then his standard raised, 
Drew his sword on Bnmnen's plain ; a 
But in Tain his banner blaied, 
Redmg drew his sword in vm. 

Where our conquering fatiiers died, 
Where tiieir awiiil boifes repose, 
Thrice the battlers fate he tried, 
Thrice overthrew his comitry's foes. 6 

Happy then were those who fell. 
Fighting on their fathers^ grares ! 
Wretched those who lived to tell. 
Treachery made the victors slaves f c 

Thus my jcountry's lift retired. 
Slowly driven from part to part ; 
Underwalden last expired— 
Underwaldea was the heart, d » 






In the Talte^ •# ^Mr IMh, 
Where our gaaidien momitaau itond ; 
In the eye of heaTen and tailh, 
Met the wairion of wm tad. 

like the nrei in •kta te«t, 
Aimed they met in flam dabala ; 
Whfle in every breast wbliaie 
Glowed the Spirit of the State. 

Gallia's menace llMd thehr hlood, 
With one heart and Toiee they worn i 
Hand in hand the heroes itood, 
And defied th«r ^itli^bai fees. 

Then to HeaTsn, in calm despaiTf 
As they turned the teaileai eye, 
By their conntiy's wiongf thij swaa^ 
With their oonoby^i rigMa to die, 

jiWtrt fiiom the oounoO eame ; 
(My poor daughter wai his wife v 
All the valley loved hi9 name ; 
JiWert was my stuff ef life !) ^ 

From the council field he oame ; 
All his noble visage bnmed ; 
At his look I caught the fiame ; 
At his voice mgr youth cetunMd* 
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lire firom Heavoi 
Vigonr beat throngit flnw^ Teiai I 
AB the powen, jtk«ti^. Wl 
Started into ttrength 



8«dden from mj omoh 1 1 
Eveiy limb to life lettered | 
WiOi the boond my coMage wmiSf 
Aft I enatched my iathei*ft fm»d* 

TIas the weapon they did irilBU^ 
On Moigarthen^s diaa^tfiil dagr ; 
And through Seoqpaeh V ann Md^ 
TUa the p]oii{^Mh»a of their laays e 

Then, my gpoose !.in vain thy taai 
StroYe my liii^ tareitraia.^ 
Omydaas^ter! eU thy lean, 
AB tisy children'i, nieia in vaip« 

Quickly frook oar hasUaiaig faet^ 
JttberPi active care.remored^ 
Far aaddst the eternal aoQW§^, 
These who loved aa > theee hek>yedtf./ 

Then oar cottage we foriook ; 
Tet, as down the tteeps we p«Med, 
Many an agoniang look 
Homeward o^er the* hjijk wai eiitt. 
VOL. I. 4 
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Now we readied tke nellier ^en, 
'Where in aniui o«r brethren lay ; 
Thrioe fiTe hvadred learlen men. 
Men of adamant were they I 
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Nature*! buhraiki, hoilt by tine^ 
''Gainst eternity to stand, 
Monntains, terribly sufaiime, 
OIrt the camp on either hand« 

Dim, behhid, the nOley brake 
Into rocks that fled from view ; 
Fair, in front, the gleaming lake 
Rolled its watecs bright and bine. 

'Midst the hamlets of the dale. 
Stents, with simple grandeur crowned, g 
deemed the mother of the vale, 
With her children scattered round. 

'Midst the ruins of the dale, 
Now she bows her hoary head, 
Like the widow of the yale. 
Weeping o'er her childien dead. 

Happier then had been her fate, 
Ere she fell by such a foe. 
Had an earthquake sunk her state, 
Or the lightning laid her low !" 
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S. ^Rather had the Iightnmg's flash 
Q«iick consomed thy comitry^s foe ! 
Rather had the earthqnake^s crash 
Laid her perjured tyrants low ! 

Why dBd justice not prerail V* 
W. »' Ah ! it was not thus to be P* 
S.— ^^ Man of grief ! parsne thy tale 

To the death of Liberty.'' 
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PART m. 

The Wanderer contii^ues his narrative, and describea 
the battle and maBsacre of Underwalden. 

WAVDX&XR. 

^^ FROM the Tallej we descried. 
As the Gauls approached our shores, 
Keels that darkened all the tide, 
Tempesting the lake with oars. 

Then the mountain echoes rang 
With the clangour of alarms : 
Shrill the signal trumpet sang ; 
All our warriors leaped to arms. 

On the margin of the flood, 
While the frantic foe drew nigh ; 
Grim as watching wolves we stood, 
Prompt as eagles stretchM to fly. 
4* 
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In a deluge, upon land 
Bant their o^wwhettting aught < 
Back we hurled them firom the ttrand, 
Still returning to the fight. 

Still repulsed, tfadr ttge i l iot i »w d» 
Till the waves were warm with blood i. 
Still repulsed, they never «eased, 
Till they foundered in the flood. « 

For, on that triumphant day, 
tJnderwalden^s arms once man 
Broke Oppression's black airay, 
Dashed invasion from ber ihor«. 

Gaul's surviving barks retired, 
Muttering vengeance as they fled $ 
Hope in us, by victory fired, 
Raised our spirits firom the dead. 

From the dead our spirits rose- 
To the dead they soon Ktumed $ 
Bright, on its eternal close, 
Underwalden's glory burned. 

Star of Switzerland ! whose rays 
Shed such sweet expiring Kght, 
Ere the Gallic comet's blaze 
Swept thy beauty into night r 
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dtar of Switzerland ! Hhf fkaub 
No recording Bard hfttli tmig, 
.Tet be thine immortal mane 
Inspiration to my tongue ! h 

While the lingering moon dehij^d 
In the wilderness of night. 
Ere the mom awoke the shade 
Into loToliness and light ; 

CraDia^s tigers, wild for Mood, 
Darted on our sleeping lold ; 
Down the moimtains, o'er the flood, 
Daik ifs thunder clouds thfey rolled. 

Bj the tmmpef 8 voice idarmed, 
lUl the Talley bnrst awake ; 
All were in a moment armed 
From the bairien to the kJKe. 

In that Talley, on that shofe^ 
When the graves give np their dead^ 
At the trompet's voi&e once more 
^aB those slomberers qdt their bed. 

For the glen that gave them birth, 
Hides their ashes to its womb : 
O ^tis venerable earth, 
Freedom^s cradle, FMedoitl** toiflb 
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With raeh desolatmg sbocki 
Did the Oanla our aamp aif ail, 
As if Undenralden^s rocks 
Had been tombliiig to the vale. 

Then on eveij tide begun 
That unotterable fight ; 
Never rose the astonished sun 
On so horrible a sight ! 

Once an eagle of the rock, 
('Twas an omen of onr fate,) 
Stooped, and from mj scattered flock 
Bore a lambkin to his mate. 

While the parents fed their young, 
liO ! a clond of Tultures lean, 
Bj voracious famine stung 
Wildly screaming, rushed between. 

Fiercely fought the eagle twain, 
Though by multitudes opprest, 
Tin their little ones were slain, 
Till they perished on their nest. 

More unequal was the fraj, 
Which our band of brethren waged j 
More insatiate o'er their prey, 
Gaul's remorseless viiltiirea raged. 
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Id imiiimerable wa^^ 
SwoDen with Airy, grilli'«l4tt%l»bi» 
Headlong roUed the hordes <OfiAM», 
And iogulfed Qt t»Mi a IflMd. 

Ib the whirlpool (»r4htt#Mll, 
Fim, in fortitade dMne^ 
like the eternal nufci, we^MMdi 
fnthecatanotofthellfaiae ;« 



TiO by tenfold force i] 

In a hnnricane of fire ; 

When at length onviphaline Mei, 

Then onr conraga^^Maaed <katlglrar. 

Broken into feeble %aBA^ 
Figfating in dissevered fMits, 
Weak and weaker gnw evr haiidS| 
Strong and stronger «tiH <rar fawrts. 



fSeree, amid the loud 
Shoating in the foremost fiay, 
Children raised their little 
In their ooontiy^s evil tiay. 

On their conntryV d^ng bed, 
Wives and husbands poured Ibeir blvMl ; 
Many a youth and maiden bled, 
Married Ht thine altar, Death ! d 
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ynMj feattered o^er the plain, 
Bloodier still the battle grew : 
O ye spirits of the slain ! 
81am on those your prowess slew : 

Who shall now yonr deeds relate ? 
Ye that fell unwept, unknown, 
Mouminf for your country's &te, 
But rejoicing in your own ! 

Virtue, Talour, nought avuled 
With so mercifess a foe ; 
When the nerves of heroes ftJled, 
Cowards then could strike a blow. 

Cold and keen the assassin^s blade 
Smote the &ther to the ground ; 
Through the infantas breast couTeyed 
To the mother's heart a wound ! e 

Underwalden thus expired. 
But, at her expiring flame. 
With fraternal feeling fired, 
Lo, a band of Switsers came. / 

From the steeps beyond the lake^ 
. Like a winter^s weight of snow. 
When the huge Lavanges break, 
Devastating, all below ; g 
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Doifn tfaej nuhed with heaidUong night, 
Swifter than the panting wind ; 
AU before them fear and flight ! 
Death and tflenoe all behind ! 

How the forest of the foe 
Bowed before their thunder strokes ! 
When they laid the cedars low ; 
When they oTerwhelmed the oaks ! 

Thus they hewed their dreadful way ; 
Till by numbers forced to yield, 
Terrible in death they lay, 
Like the Avengers to the Field !» 
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PART IV. 



The Wanderer relates the circmwitaiuseii atteodios-the 
death of Albert. 



^* PLEDGE the mmrrj of the lirav^ 
And the sphits of the dea4 ; 
Pledge the v^nerahle graire^ 
Valour^s consecrated bed,. 

Wanderer ! this deficiow ciaj^ 
This inspiring goblet talie ; 
Drink ^e beverage, drink H np^ 
FcMT thy martyred brethren's sake*'* 

fy'. ^ HaO j—aO hail ! the PAtrioi^gare, 
Valonr^s venerable bed I 
Hail ! the memory of thebrav^^ 
And the spirits of the dead I 
VOLt I. 5 
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Tim« their trinmplu thalLproclaim ; 
And their rich reward be tbit. 
Immortality of fame ! 
Immortality of blist!*' . 



S. ^^ On that melancholy plain, 
In that conflict of deipair, 
How waB noble Albert alain f 
How didtt thou, old warrior, fare 
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W. «« In the agony of strife, 
Where the heart of battle bled, 
Where his country lost her life, 
Glorious Alb€rt bowed his head. 

When our phalanx broke away, 
And our stoutest soldiers feD, 
Where the dark rocks dimmed the day, 
Scowling o^er the deepest dell ; 

There, like lions, old in blood, 
Lions rallying round their den, 
Mftri and his warrion stood ; 
We were few, but we were men : 

Breast to breast we fought the ground, 
Arm to arm repelled the foe ; 
Every motion was a wound. 
And a death was eveiy blow. 
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Tfans the clovds of ■niHet beam 
Warmer with ezpiriDg ligfat ; 
Thnt aatamnal meteors stream 
Redder through the darkenmg att^t 

Miracles our champioiks wrought ; 
Who thehr dying deeds shall tell i 
O, how gloriously they fought ! 
How triumpfaantiiy they fell ! 

One by one gave up^the ghost, 
Slain, not conquered-r-they. died free ! 
Albert stood — ^himself a host ! 
Last of all the Swiss was he I 

So when night, with rising diade, 
Climbs the Alps, from steep to steep,- 
Till, in hoaiy gloom arrayed, 
AH the giant mountainij sleep ; 

High in heaven their monarch stands, « 
Bright and beauteous from afar. 
Shining into distant lands, 
Like a new created star. 

While I struggled through the fight, 
Albert was my sword and shield ; 
Till strange horror quenched my sight, 
And I fainted on the field. 
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Slow awakening fr«tti Hbat tranee, 
When my soul retnmed to dtty, 
Vanished were the fyftOa off^ttBee^ '^ 

But in JiWert^f tiltfod I lay 1 

Slain for me^ hie'dewevt breath 
On my lips he did resign ; 
Slain for me, he snatclwd hb ^atb 
From the blow that m^iMoed mflie. 

He had raised his dying head, 
And was gating on my ^Mse ^ 
As I woke — ^the spirit Hed, 
—.But I felt his last enriiraeev^' 

S, ^^ Man of suffering I sttOh a tale 

Would wring tears from maible ey^s P' 
W, '' Ha ! my daughter's eh^ek grows ptAe P^ 
JF»g W. ^^ Help, O hdp ! my daugMer dies V^ 

W, ^' Calm tiiy traa^orts^ O, my wife ! 

Peace, for these sweet ot^ans^ sake !" 
9P# W. ^«0, my joy ! my hope ! my life ! 

O, my child ! my child, awake !'* 

W. ^^ Gon ! O God ! wliose goodness gives ; 

God ! whose wisdom takes away ; 

Spare my child !^^ 

5, , " She lives ! she lives !» 

FT. ^^ Lives ? my daughter ! didst thou say ? 
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God Almiohtt I on mj kneet, 

In the dust will I adore 

Thifte unsearchable decrees ; 

She was dead ! she lives once mo/e t^' 

IP# D. '^ When poor tdtterl died, no prayep 
Called him back to hated life : 
O that I had perished there. 
Not his widow, but his wife V* 

W, ^^ Dare my daughter thus repine f 
ASbert ! answer from aboTO ; 
Tell me — are these infiuits thine, 
Whom their mother docs not loTe V* 



WU D. ^' Does not love !«-my father ! 
Hear me, or my heart will break $ 
Dear is life, but only dear. 
For your service and their sake. 

Bowed to Heaven's mysCerions will, 
I am worthy yet of you : 
Yes ! I am a mother still, 
Though I feel a widow too !^^ 

9V. '^Modter ! widow ! daughter !— all, 
All kind names in one-Hny ohOd ! 
On thy faithful neck I fall : 
KiM me — are we reconciled V^ 
6» 



i4 THS WAmUUBft, BTC. 

Wti D. ««Tet ! to Ji^ftri I appeal ; 
JiWert ! answer firom above, 
That my father^s breast may feel 
All bis davghtei^i heart of lore." 

S^9 W. ^^ FHSt and way worn as they be 
With the long day's journey) Sire ! 
Let thy pilgrim family 
Now with me to rest retire.^' 

IV. ^^ Tes, the hour ittTites to sleep ; 
Till the morrow we nmit ptai ; 
Nay, my daughter t do net weep, 
Do not weep, and bredE ray heart. 

Sorrow sootbing, sweet repose 
On your peaceful pillows ligbt \ 
Angel hands your eyelids elese ; 
And God bless you all l-^^^^d tlig^t !^ 
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PART V. 

The Wanderer being left ekne tvitk th« Shepherd, fe- 
lates hifl adTentures after the battle of Undmralden* 

8HXPHXKD. 

*( WHEN the good mtii jfields hii breatb, 
For the good man neTer dies, 
Bright, beyond the golf of deM, 
Lo ! the land of {^remise Kes. 

Peace to Alberi^i awAd riiade, 
In that land where torroWi cettle 
And to ^IbtrVi ashes, laid 
In the earth^B cold bosom, peace !^* 

W. '« On the fatal field 1 lay, 
Tin the hour when twifight piie, 

like the ghost of 'dying day, '-^ 

Wandered down the daikoning tftle. 
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Then in agony I rose, 
And, with horror, looked around, 
Where, embracing, friendi and foea» 
Dead and dying, strewed the ground. 

Many a widow toLed her eye^ 
Weeping, where her hnsband bled, 
Heedlew, though her babe was by, 
Prattling to his father dead. 

Many a moflier, fa despair. 
Turning up the ghastly slain, 
Sought her son, her hero there. 
Whom she longed to seek in Tain i 

Dark the eTening shadows rolled 
On the eye that gleamed m death ; 
And the eyening dews fell cold 
On the lips that gasped for breath. 

As I gazed, an ancient dame, 
She was ehildlus, by her look ! 
With refreshing cordials came ; 
Of her bounty I partook. 

Then, with desperation bold, 
Albert^i precious corpse I bore 
On these shoulders weak and olcjt 
Bowed with misery before. 
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JSbtfCt ang^l gaTe me itiMgth, 
Ai I staggered down tiie gfen ; 
And I hid my ch«^, at kttgtfc, 
In its wildest, deepest dtti. 

Then, retamiiig, through the fthadt, 
To the battle scene, I sought 
'Mongst the slam, an axe and sfMtde ; 
With such weapons FveeMen fought. 

Scytiies for swords our youth did widld. 
In that execrable ititfe : , 
Flongbshares, in that hoitid Md, 
Bled with slanghter, breathed witii fife ! 

In a dark and lonely cave, 
IVhile the glimmering moon arose, 
Thns I dug my AVbert^M grave ; 
There his hallowed limbs repose. 

T^ then, tears too long repl^est, 
Gushed ; they fell like healing bahn, 
Tin th||^hirlwind in my breast, 
Died into a dreary cahn. 

On the fresh'earth^s hnmid bed, 
Where my martyr lay enshrined, 
This forlorn unh) 
Crased with anj 
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ignyB^reclined. jH 
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But, whOe o^er mj weuj e jes 
Soothing^ iliimber seemed to creep, 
ITorth I sprang^, witfa strange surprise^ 
From the clasping arms of sleep. 

Tot the bones ofJilbert dead 
Heayed the turf with horrid throes. 
And his graTe, beneath my head, 
Burst asunder— •idlfrerl rose. 

' Ah ! my son ! my s<m V I cried, 
^ Wherefore hast thou left thy grare V 
' Fly, my father !' he replied ; 
' SaTe my wife-^my children save ;* 

In the passing of a breath. 
This tremendous scene was o*er ; 
Darkness shut the gates of death, 
Silence sealed them as before. 

One pale moment fixed I stood 
In astonishment seyere : 
Horror petrified my blood, 
I was withered up with fear. 

Then a sudden trembling came 
O^er my limbs ; I felt on fire, 
Burning, quiyering, like a^me 
In the instant to expire.^' 
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S, ^^ Rather like the mountaiii oak, 
Tempest shaken, rooted fast, 
Grasping strength from every stroke, 
$ IVhile it wiestles with the blait.^^ 

FT. ^^ Aye ! imy heart, nnwont to yield. 
Quickly quelled the s6ange aAight, 
And nndannted, o'er the field 
I began my lonely flight. 

Loud the gusty night innd blew ; , 
Many an awful pause between ; 
Flits of light and darkness flew, 
WOd and sudden, o'er the scene. 

For the moon's resplendent eye 
Oleams of transient glory shed ; 
And the clouds athwart the sky, 
Like a routed army fled. 

Sounds and Toices flHed the vale. 
Heard alternate, loud and low ; 
Shouts of Tictoxy swell'd the gale, 
But the breezes murmured wo* 

As I climbed the mountain's side, 
Where the lake and valley meet, 
All my country's power and pride 
Lay in rcdns at my feet. 



On that grim and iJ^ftM^j plain, 
Underwalden^s heart itringy ln4k% 
When she saw her h^ra^sl^ 
And her rocks receive, the joIfo* 

On that plain, io el|ildb9«d?9 bmmk 
From theb mq^thcir^f anm set if^. 
Oft those heroes gatl|ered ^o^nf ^» 
Often chased the wande][W(|^ 1^^ 

On that plain, i^ rojS]^ jVfOu 
They had fed their U^ifi/m'! AiH^ 
Told their loye, aQ4 pledgjsd tl^eiK tmi^. 
In the shadow of t^hpp^ r^ckf* 

There, with sheph^dH.pye a]|A«<W0i 
In the merry mingling daace» 
Once they led their bii4p4 alpng; 
Now ! — Perdition seise thee, Fnnpe> V^ 

S, *' Heard not Hea^ren the apci^ng dies 
Of the blood that sqiiii^lced arpmidj 
"While the life wafni, saorifice. 
Palpitated on the gropid, P' 

W^ " Wrath, in silence, h^aps hin.stKM^ 
To confound the guilty foe ; 
But the thunder will n^ roar^ 
Till the flash has struck the hloif . 
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Vengeance, vengeance will not stay ! 
It shall burst on Gallia^s head, - 
Sudden as the judgment day 
To the unexpecting dead. 

l^rom the revolution's flood, 
Shall a fiery dragon start ; 
He shall drink his mother's blood, 
He shall eat his father's heart : 

Nurst by anarchy and crime, 
He — but distance mocks my sight : 
O, thou great avenger, TIME ! 
Bring thy strangest birth to light." 

S, ^^ Prophet ! thou hast spoken vrell, 
And I deem thy words divine ; 
Now the mournful sequel tell 
Of thy country's woes and thine." 

W, ^^ Though the moon's bewildered bark. 
By the midnight tempest tost. 
In a sea of vapours dark. 
In a gulf of clouds was lost : 

Tet my journey I pursued. 
Climbing many a weary steep, 
Whence the closing scene I viewed 
With an eye that coild not weep. 
6 
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Stantz — a melancholy pjre I . 
And her hamlets blazed behind. 
With ten thousand tongues of fire, 
IVrithing, raging in the wind. « 

Flaming piles, where'er I tnmed, 
Cast a grim and dreadful ligfat ; 
Like funeral lamps thej burned 
In the sepulchre of night : 

While 'the red illumined flood, 
With a hoarse and hollow roar, 
Seemed a lake of living blood, 
Wildly weltering on the shore. 

^Midst the mountains, far away, 
Soon I spied the sacred spot, 
Whence a slow consuming ray 
Glimmered from ray native cot. 

At the sight my brain was fired. 
And afresh my heart's wounds bled ; 
Still 1 gazed :— the spark expired— 
Nature seemed extinct »— I fled. 

Fled, and ere the noon of day, 
Reached the lonely Gothard's nest, 
Where my wife, my children lay : 
—Husband .'—Father !— think the rest." 

Eirn OF THB FIFTH I^XRT. 



THB 



WANDERER 

SWrrZERLAlTO. 



PART VI. 

The Wanderer informs the Shepherd, fhat, after the 
example of many of his countrymen, flying from the 
tyranny of France, it is his HEitention to settle in 
8ome remote provipee of Amenca* 

»^ WANDERER ! whither wouldst thoa roam ? 
To what region far away^ 
Bend thy steps to find a homei 
In the twilight of thy day V^ 

IT. 'Un the twa%bt 4^tty 4ay, 
I am hastening to the West { 
There my weary limbs to li^^ 
Where the sun rehires to rest. 
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Far beyond the Atitntic floods, 
• Stretched beneath the evening sky, 
Realms of mountains, dark with woods, 
In Columbians bosom lie. 

There, ik glens and cayems rude, 
Silent, since the world began. 
Dwells the virgin Solitude, 
Unbetrayed by faithless man : 

Where a tyrant never trod. 
Where a slave was never known, 
But where nature worships God 
In the wilderness alone : 

Thither, thither would I roam ; 
There my children may be free ; 
I for them will find a home. 
They shall find a grave for me. 

Though my father's bones afar, 
In their native land repose. 
Yet, beneath the twilight star. 
Soft on mine the turf shall close. 

Though the mould that wraps my day, 
When this storm of life is o^er, 
Never — ^never — ^never lay 
On a human breast before : 
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Tet, in sweet communioB theve. 
When she follows to the dead, 
ShaU my bosom^s partner sfaara 
Her poor husbanA^s lowly bed. 

MberPi babes shall deck onr tomb, 
And my daughter's duteous tean 
Bid the iloweiy luHook bloom> 
Through the winter waste of years.^* 

S. ^^ Time ! thy <AMiriot wheels delay ; 
Death ! unstring th^ bended bow ; 
Sun 2 forget to bring the day, 
Which shaU lay the Wanderer low P^ 

W. " Though our Parent perished here, 
Like the Phoenix on her nest, 
Lo ! new fledged her wings appear, 
Hoyering in the golden West. 

Thither shall her sons repa^. 
And, beyond the roaring main, 
Find' their native country there, 
Find their Switzerland again. 

Mountains ! can ye chain the will ? 
Ocean ! canst thou quench the heart ? 
No ! — ^I feel my Country still, 
LIBERTY ! wherever thou art. 
6* 
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Thus it was in hoary time. 
When our fathers sallied forth^ 
Full of confidence sublime. 
From the famine-wasted North, a 

^ Freedom, in the land of rocks, 

^ Wild as Scandinavia, give, 

^ Power Eternal ! where our flocks, 

^ And our little ones may live !* 

Thus they prayed ; — a secret Hand 
Led them, by a path unknown. 
To that dear, delightful land. 
Which I yet must call my own. 

To the vale of Switz they came : 
Soon their meliorating toil 
Gave the forest to the flame. 
And their ashes to the soil- 
Thence their ardent labours spread, 
Till, above the mountain snows. 
Towering Beauty shewed her head, 
And a new creation rose ! 

So, in regions wild and wide. 
We will pierce the savage woods, 
Clothe the rocks in purple pride. 
Plough the vallies, tame the floods : 
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'Tin a beanteouB inland hAe^ 
Bf a forest sea embnused, 
Sha]] make Deaolation tmilef 
In the depth of hia own waft9. 

There, nnenvied and unknown, 
We shall dwell secure and free. 
In a country all our own. 
In a land of liberty.'^ 

S, ^^ Tet the woods, the rocks, the streams, 
Unbelo?ed, shall bring to mind. 
Warm with eyening's pniple beams. 
Dearer objects left behind ! 

And thy native conntry^s song. 
Caroled in a foreign clime, 
When new echoes shall prolong. 
Simple, tender, and sublime ; 

How will thy poor cheek turn pale ! 
And before thy banished eyes, 
Underwalden^s charming vale, . 
And thine own sweet cottage, rise !^^ 

W. " By the glorious ghost of TELL ! 
By Morgarthen's awful fray ! 
By the field where Jilbert fell 
In thy last and bitter day ! 
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Soul ofSwitierland ! trite t 
—Ha ! the speU has waked 4iw 4tcfeid, 
From her ashes, to the dkiMf 
Switzerland exalts hef ^ad* 

See the Queen of Mottirtafau ttaad 
In immortal mail ceMpleite, 
With the %htning in her^fed, 
And the Alps beneath her feet* 

Hark ! her voice i^* My sons t awake ; 
' Freedom dawns, bebcdd the dej i 
^ From the bed of bondage break, 
* 'Tis yoor mother call»— obey !' 

At the sound our father^ grarves. 
On each ancient battle plain, 
Utter groans, and to« Iflce wav«s 
When the wild blast sweeps the^ttain. 

Rise, my brethren ! cast away 
All the chains that btnd you slaves ; 
Rise — ^your mother^s voice obey. 
And appease your fiithers^ graves. 

Strike — ^tbe conflict is begun ; 
Freemen ! Soldiers ! follow me ; 
Shout — the victory is won — 
Switzerland and Liberty t" 
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S, ^< Warrior ! Warrior ! stay thine arm I 
Sheathe, O sheathe thy frantic sword !^' 

W. ^^ Ah ! I raye ! I faint ! the charm 
Ffieft— and memory is restored ! 

Tea, to agony restored 
From the too transporting^ charm : 
Sleep forever, O my sword ! 
Be thou withered, O mine aim ! 

Switzerland is bat a name ! 
Tet I feel where'er I roam, 
That my heart is still the same ; 
Switzerland is stiU my home J' 
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NOTES. 



PARTI. 

Note a.— p. 28* 
Oft St. Gotfaard's hoary top. 

St. Ck>tliard h the nAme of the highest raovntain ia 
the CAnton of Uri, the bhrtfa place of Swiu Indepen- 
dence. 

Note §.--p. 31. 
When the Glaciers^ dark vfith death. 

More properly the avalanches; imaiense accumu- 
latioDs of ice and snow, balanced on the verge of the 
mountains, in such subtle suspense, that, in the opin- 
ion of the natives, the tread of the traveller may bring 
.them down in destruction upon him. The glaciers are 
more permanent masses of ice, and formed rather in the 
Tallies, than on the summit of the Alps. 
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PART n. 

Note a. — ^p. 35. 
Drew hu svford on Bnmnen^s plain, 
Bninnen, at the foot of the mountains, on the bor* 
den of the lake of Uri, where the first Swiss patriots, 
Walter JF\irit^ of Uri, Werner Stauffacher^ of Schwitz, 
and •Arnold^ of Melchthal, in Underwalden, conspired 
against the tyranny of Austria, in 1307, again in 1798 
became the seat of the diet of these three forest cantons. 

Note h,—p. 35. 
Thrice overthrew hU country^ foes. 
On the plains of Morgarthen, where the Swiss 
gained their first decisive victory over the force of 
Austria, and thereby secured the independence of their 
country, Alloys Reding^ at the head of the troops of 
the little cantons, Uri, Schwitz, and Underwalden, re- 
peatedly repulsed the invading army of France. 

Note c. — ^p. 35. 
JVeackery made the victors sUnves, 
By the resistance of these small cantons, the French 
General Shawembourg was compelled to respect 
their independence, and gave them a solemn pledge to 
that purport : but no sooner had they disarmed, on the 
faith of this engagement, than the enemy came sud- 
denly upon them with an immense force ; and with 
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threats of exterminatioii compelled them to take the 
ciyick oath, to the new constitution, imposed upon all 
Switzerland. 



Note d.^p. 35. 
Underwalden wot the heart. 

The inhabitants of the lower valley of Underwal- 
den alone resisted the French message, which required 
submission to the new constitutioiiL and the immediate 
stnrender, alive or deadj of nine of their leaders. When 
the demand, accompanied by a menace of destnictionf 
was read in the assembly of the district, all the men of 
the valley, fifteen hundred in number, took up arms, 
and devoted themselves to perish in the ruins of their 
country. 

Note e.— p. 37. 
This the ploughshare of their way. 

At the battle of Sempach, the Austrians presented 
so impenetrable a front with their projected spears, 
that the Swiss were repeatedly compelled to retire from 
the attack, till a native of Underwalden, named Arnold 
dt Winktlried^ commending his family to his country- 
men, sprang upon the enemy, and burying as many of 
their spears as he could grasp in his body, made a 
breach in their line ; the Swiss rushed in, and routed 
the Austrians with a terrible slaughter. 
7 



t4 isWU* 

Kote /.—p. 3t. 
Tktit wKo loved US — these beloveds 
Many of the Underwalden, on the approach of the 
French army, removed their families and cattle amon; 
the higher Alps ; imd themselves returned to join their 
brethren, who had eneamped in their native valley, od 
the borders of the lake, and awaited the attack of the 
«tiemy. 

Note ir.^. 38. 
^tant^, the capital of UnderwaMen. 
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Note a.«-p. 42. 
TiU they fwnder^ in the flood. 
The Frenoli made their first attack on ^e vaflej 
of Underwalden from the lake ; but, after a desperate 
conflict, they were victoriously repelled, and two of 
their Vessels, containing five hundred men, perished ia 
the engagement. 

Note 6.— p. 43. 

Intpiration to my tongue. 
In the last and decisive battle the Underwalden 
were overpowered l^y two French armies^ which rushed 
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upon them from the oppemte movntains and Burronnd- 
ed their camp, while an aiisauU at ti|e same time wat 
ma4e upon them from the lake. 

Note c. — ^p. 4$. 

In the caiaraet of the Rhine. 

At Schaffhausen— See Coxe'^s Travels. 

Note d.— p. 45. 
Married at thine alfar, Death i 

In fhia miserahle conflict, many of the women and 
ehOdpen of the UndefwaldOTe fought in the fanloh hj 
thek hoebands and (athen and friendi, aid Ml fjii^ 
WfmAf for their eountrj. 

Note e.— p. 4fl. 

To the moQi^f hfim 9 Hf^mt •' 

An indiscriminate massacre followed the battle. 

Note/.— p. 46. 
Xo, a hand of Switzers eanu* 

Two hundred self deyoted heroes from the Canton 
of SwiU arrived, «l the «)ew ef the hatHe, to the aid 
of tJMr hffthi^ oC Uoderwuldw, fi«i4 PWiibed t» a 
mam afler having alain thnc^ tfaeif nMbf^ 
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Note ^•— ^. 46. 
Devattating all btlow. 
The Lavanges are tremendous torrents of meltii^ 
■BOW, that tumble from the tops of the Alps, and de- 
luge all the country before them. 



PART IV. 

Note a,— p. 51. 
^%gh in Heaven their numareh ftands. 
Mont Blanc :— which b so much higher than the 
■unrounding Alps, that it catches and retains the beams 
of the sun, twenty minutu earlier and later than they 
— «nd, crowned with eternal ice, may be seen from an 
immense distance, purpled with his eastern light, or 
crimsoned with his setting glory, while mist and obscu- 
rity rest on the mountains below* 



PART V. 

Note a.--p. 63. 
Wriihing, raging in the wind. 

The town of Stantz, and the surrounding Tillages 
were burnt by the French, on the ni^t after tiie bat- 
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tie oi Underwalden, and the beautiful valley wai con- 
verted into a wilderness. 



PART VI. 

Note a. — ^p. 66. 
From the famine-VMUied J^ortk. 
There is a tradition among the Swiss, that they are 
descended from the ancient Scandinavians; among 
whom, in a remote age, there arose so grievous a 
famine, that it was determined in the assembly of the 
nation, that every tenth man and his family should quit 
their country, and seek a new possession. Six thou- 
sand, chosen by lot, thus emigrated at once from the 
North. They prayed to God, to conduct them to a 
land like their own, where they might dwell in freedom 
and quiet, finding food for their families, and pasture 
for their cattle. God, says the tradition, led them to 
a valley among the Alps, where they cleared away the 
forests, built the town of Switz, and afterwards peopled 
and cultivated the Cantons of Url and Underwalden. 
7* 
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BY 
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' Thus saith Britannia, empress of the sea, 
> Thy chains are broken, Africa, be free !^' 



TO THE PUBLIC. 



THE Poem of * Thk Wxbt-Ivdixb,* originally 
published by Mr. Bowyer, in his splendid Tolume on 
the Abolition of the Slave Trade, is now presented in 
a form more convenient for general perusal. 

^^ There are objections againat the title and plan of 
this piece, which will occur to almost every reader. 
The author will not anticipate them : he will only 
observe, that the title seemed the best, and the plan 
the most eligible, which he could adapt to a subject so 
various and excursive, yet so familiar and exhausted^ 
as the African Slave-Trade — a subject which had be- 
come antiquated, by frequent, minute, and disgusting 
exposure ; which afforded no opportunity to awaken, 
suspend, and delight curiosity, by a subtle and sur- 
prising developement of plot ; and concerning which 
public feeling had been wearied into insensibility, by 
the agony of interest which the question excited, dufw 
ing three-and-twenty yean of almost incessant discus- 
sion. That trade is at length abolished. May its 
memory be immortal, that henceforth it may be known 
only 6y its memory !^^ This extract from the preface 
to the former edition of Thk Wkst-Indiss, will pro 
bably be a sufficient introduction to the present* 



B2 TO THE PUBLIC. 

Of the lesfier pieces that follow, it is iiiinecessary to 
say more than that thcfy are offered as humble candi- 
dates for the «Mn« public fayor, (if t^y be deemed 
worthy of it,) which their predecessors, accompanying 
the Wajtdkrsr oe Switzsklavd, have most fiberal- 
ly obtained. 
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THK 

WEST-INDIES ; 

A POEM, 
Df FOUR PARTS. 

WRITTXH Ur HONOR OF TUB ABOUTIOJT OF THE 

AFBICAV SLAYK-TIUUDS, BT THX B11ITI8H 

LIGIBLATUBX, IN 1807, 

Receive him for ever; not no¥r as a servant, but 
mbove a servant«^a brother beloved. 

St. PauPi Ep. to Philemon^ v. 15, 16. 
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THE 

WEST.INDIES. 

PARTI. 

AROUMEJrr. 

Infrodttction ; on the Abolition of the Slare-Trade. — 
The Mariners^ Compass. — Columbus.— The discove- 
Tj of America. — The West^Indian Islands. — ^The 
Charibs. — ^Their extermination. 

^ Thj chains are broken, Africa, be free P 
Thus saith the island, empress of the sea ; 
Thus saith Britannia. — O ye winds and wayes ! 
Waft the glad tidings to the land of slaves ; 
Proclaim on Guinea^s coast, by Gambia^s side, 
And far as Niger rolls his eastern tide, a 
Through radiant realms, beneath the burning zone. 
Where Europe^s curse is felt, her name unknown, 
Thus saith Britannia, empress of the sea, 
' Thy chains are broken, Africa, be free !^ 
8 
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Long lay the ocean-paths from man concealed ; 
Light came from heaven — the magnet was revealed, 
A surer star to guide the seaman's eje 
Than the pale glory of the northern sky ; 
Alike ordained to shine, by night and day, 
Through calm and tempest, with vnsetting ray ; 
Wherever the mountains rise, the billows roll, 
Still with strong impulse turning to the pole, 
True as the sun is to the motoi^g true, 
Though light as film, and trembling as the dew. 

Then man no longer pUed with timid oar. 
And failing heart, along the windward shore ; 
Broad to the sky he turned his feajrless iiail, 
Defied the adverse, wooed the favouring gale, 
Bared to the storm his adamvitine breait. 
Or soft on ocean^s lap lay down to rest ; 
While free, as clouds the liquid ether sweep, 
His white- winged vessels coursed the unbounded deep: 
From clime to dime the wanderer loved to roam. 
The waves his heriti^ the world hiswhome. 

Then first Columbus, with the mighty hand 
Of grasping genius, weighed the sea and land ; 
The floods o'erbalanc'd :— where the tide of light, 
Day after day, rolPd down the gulph of night. 
There seemed oxie waste of waters : — ^long in vain 
His spirit brooded o'er the Atlantic main ; 
When, sudden, as creation burst from nought, 
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Sprang a tteW trotld tfaf cytigli lits «ti]petid<ms thought, 
Light, order, beauty :--*wfai]e his mind explored 
The nnretling mystery, his heart adored ; 
Where'er sabfime imaginatien trod. 
He heard the toice, he saw the fkte, of Ood. 

Far from the western cliffs he cast his eye 
O^er the Wide o66an^ stretching to the dcy : 
In calm magnificence tiie son declined. 
And Utt a jiatadise of clonds behind : 
Frond at his feet, with pomp of pearl and gM^ 
The biHowft in a 86a of glory roHed. 

* -^Ah ! on this sea of glory, might I sail, 
^ Track the bright snn, and pierce the eternal Tefl 
^ That hides those laiiids^ beneath HetpArian skies, 

* Where day-lit;lit sojourte till otit inofffow riie 1' 

Thoughtfid fa^ Wanddt^d Ott thtf b<i«6h Idobe ; 
Mfld o^er th« de«t> the rmpet ptanet «hOtte^ 
The eye of «lr*fllng, bHght^nin|^ Ouro* the West^ 
Till the swe^ mom^t when it ihnt to test t 
^ Whither, O golden Venus ! art thon fled ? 
< Not in the tM;ean-cbamb«r8 Ken thy bed ; 
« Round the dim worid thy glittering ^tdfiot dntlrtt, 
' Pursues the twll^t, or precedes the dawn $ 

* Thy beauty, noon and midnight never SM, 

^ Tbe motn and eve divide the year #ith thee.* 
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Soft fell the shades till Cynthia^s slender bow 
Crested the farthest wave, then sunk below : 
^ Tell me, resplendent guardian of. the night, 

* Circling the sphere in thjr perennial flight, 

^ What secret path of heaven thy smiles adorn, 
^ What nameless sea reflects thy gleaming horn l^ 

Now earth and ocean yanished, all serene 
The starry firmament alone was seen ; 
Through the slow> silent hours, he w&tched the ho it 
Of midnight suns in western darkness lost, 
Till night himself, on shadowy pinions borne, 
ined o'er the mighty waters, and the mom 
Danced on the mountains :•— ^ Lights of heaven 1' he 

cried, 
« Lead on ;^-I go to win a glorious bride ; 

* Fearless o'er gulfs unknown I urge my way, 

* Where peril prowls, and shipwreck lurks for prey i 

* Hope swells my sail ;*-in spirit I behold 

* That maiden-world, twin sister of the old, 

* By Nature nursed beyond the jealous sea, 
^ Denied to ages, but betrothed* to me.' h 

The winds were prosperous, and the billows bore 
The brave adventurer to the promised shore ; 
For in the West, arrayed in purple light. 
Dawned the new world on his enraptured sights 
Not Adam, loosened from the encumbering earths 
Wak'd by the breath of God to instant birth, 



With sweeter, wilder wonder gated around, 

When life within, and light without he found ; 

When, an creation rushing o^er his soul. 

He seemed to live and hreathe throughout the whole. 

So felt Columhus when, ditinelj ttdr. 

At the last look of resolute despair, 

The Hesperian isles from distance dimly blue, 

With gradual beautj opened on his view. 

In that proud moment, his transported mind 

The morning and the evening worlds combined, 

And made the sea, that sundered them before, 

A bond of peace, uniting shore to shore. 

Vain, viaionaiy hope ! rapacious Spain 
Followed her hero's triumph o^er the main } 
Her hardy sons in fields of battle tried, 
Where Moor and Christian desperately died ; 
A rabid race, fanatically bold, 
And steeled to cruelty by lust of gold. 
Traversed the waves, the unknown world explored, 
The cross their standard, but their faith the sword ; 
Their steps were graves ; o^er prostrate realms they 

trod; 
They worshipped Mammon while they vowed to God. 

Let nobler bards in loftier numbers tell 
How Cortez conquered, Montezuma fell*; 
How grim Pizarro^s ruffian arm o^erthrtfw 
The sun's resplendent empire in Peru ; 
8* 
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How like a prophet old Las CasaB stood, 

And raised bis voice against a sea of bloody 

Whose chiUing waves recoiled while he foretold 

His country's rain bj avenging gold. 

— That gold, for which unpitied Indians fell ; 

That gold, at once the snare and scourge of heB, 

Thenceforth by righteous heaven was doomed 

shed 
Unmingled curses on the spoiler's head ; 
For gold the Spaniard cast his soul away, — 
His gold and he was every nation's prey. 

But themes like these Would ask an angel lyre, 
Language of light and sentiment of fire ; 
Give me to sing, in melancholy strains, 
Of Charib martyrdoms, and Negro chains ; 
One race by tyrants rooted from the earth. 
One doomed to slavery by the taint of burth ! 

Where first his drooping sails Columbus furled. 
And sweetly rested in another world, 
Amidst the heaven-refiecting ocean, smiles 
A constellation of Eiysian isles ; 
Fair as Orion when he mounts on high, 
Sparlding with midnight splendor from the sky : 
They bask beneath the sun's meridian rays. 
When not a shadow breaks the boundless blaze ; 
The breath of ocean wanders through their vales 
In morning breezes and in evening gales ; 
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Earth from her lap perennial verdure poors, 
Ambrosial fruits, and amaranthine flowers ; 
O'er the wild mountains and luxuriant plains, 
Nature in aU the pomp of beaut j reigns, 
In all the pride of freedom.— Nature frsk 
Proclaims that MAir was bom for liberty : 
She flourishes where'er the sunbeams play 
O^er living fountains, sallying into day ; 
She withers where the waters cease to roll : 
And night and winter stagnate round the pole : 
Man too, where freedom's beams and fountains rise 
Springs from the dust and blossoms to the skies ; 
Dead to the joys of light and life, the slave 
Clings to the clod ; his root is in the grave ; 
Bondage is winter, darkness, death, despair ; 
Freedom, the sun, the sea, the mountains, and the air. 

In placid indolence supinely blessed, 
A feeble race these beauteous isles possessed ; 
Untamed, untaught, in arts and arms unskilled. 
Their patrimonial soil they rudely tilled, 
Chased the free rovers of the savage woods. 
Ensnared the wild bird, swept the scaly floods ; 
Sheltered in lowly huts their fragile forms 
From burning suns and desolating storms ; 
Or, when the halcyon sported on the breeze. 
In light canoes they skimmed the rippling seas : 
Their lives in dreams of soothing langour flew. 
No parted joys, no fiiture pains they knew, 
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The passing moment all their bliss or care ; 
Such as their sires had been, the children were 
From age to age ; as wares upon the tide 
Of stormless time, they calml/ lived and died. 

Dreadful as hurricanes athwart the main 
Rushed the fell legions of invading Spain ; « 
With fraud and force, with fake and fatal breath, 
(Submission bondage, and resistance deatii,) 
The J swept the isles. In vain the simple race 
Kneeled to the iron sceptre of their grace, 
Or with weak arms their fiery vengeance braved ; 
They came, they saw, they conquered, they enslaved, 
And they destroyed ;— the generous heart they 

broke, 
They crashed the timid neck beneath the yoke ; 
Wherever to battle marched their grim array, 
The sword of conquest ploughed resistless way ; 
Whfere'er from cruel toil they sought repose, 
Around, the fires of devastation rose. 
The Indian, as he turned his head in flight. 
Beheld his cottage flaming through the night. 
And, 'midst the shrieks of murder on the wind, 
Heard the mute blood-hound's death-step close behind. 

The conflict o'er, the valiant in their graves, 
The wretched remnant dwindled into slaves. 
— Condemned in pestilentiEil cells to pine. 
Delving for gold amidst the gloomy mine, 
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The rafibrer, lick of life-protracting breath, 

Inhaled with joy the fire-damp blast of death : 

—Condemned to fell the mountain palm on high ; 

That cast its shadow from the evening sky, 

Ere the tree trembled to his feeble stroke, 

The woodman languished, and his heart-strings broke : 

—Condemned in torrid noon, with palsied hand, 

To urge the slow plough o'er the obdurate land. 

The labourer, smitten by the sun's fierce ray, 

A corpse along the unfinished furrow lay. 

Cerwhelmed at length with ignominious toil, 

Mingling their barren ashes with the soil, 

Down to the dust the Charib people passed, 

Like autumn foliage withering in the blast : 

The whole race sunk beneath the oppressor's rod. 

And left a blank among the works of God. 
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AMONG the bowers of paradise, that graced 
Those islands of the world-dividing waste, 
Where towering cocoas waved their graceful locks, 
And Tines luxuriant clustered round the rocks ; 
Where orange groves perfumed the circling air. 
With verdure, flowers, and fruit forever fair ; 
Gay myrtle foliage tracked the winding rills, 
And cedar forests slumber on the hills '^ 
— An eastern plant, ingrafted on the soil, 
Was tilled for ages with consuming toil ; 
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No tree of knowledge, with forbidden fimit. 

Death in the taste, and ruin at the root, 

Tet in its growth were good and evil found, 

It blessed the planter, but it cursed the ground; 

While with vain wealth it gorged the master^ hoard. 

And spread with manna his luxurious board. 

Its culture was perdition to the slave, 

It sapped his life, and flourished on his grave. 

When the fierce spoiler, from remorseless Spain, 
Tasted the balmy spirit of the cane, 
(Already had his rival, in the West, 
From the rich reed ambrosial sweetness pressed,) 
Dark through his thoughts the miser purpose rolled, 
To turn its hidden treasures into gold. 
But at his breath, by pestilent decay, 
The Indian tribes were swiftly swept away ; 
Silence and horror o^er the isles were spread. 
The living seemed the spectres of the dead. 
The Spaniard saw ; no sigh of pity stole. 
No pang of conscience touched his suUen soul : 
The tyger weeps not o'er the kid ; — he turns 
His flashing eyes abroad, and madly burns 
For nobler victims, and for warmer blood ; 
Thus on the Charib shore the tyrant stood. 
Thus cast his eyes with fury o^er the tide. 
And far beyond the gloomy gulph descried 
Devoted Africa ; he burst away. 
And with a yell of transport grasped his prey. 



Where the 'stupendoas MooifttAiiiA of the Moon 
Cast their broad shadows o^er the realms of noon ; 
From rnde^affiraria, inhere the giraffes br6wse 
With stately faea^s 'among the forest boughs, 
To Atias( whiere Nnmidiani lions glow 
With torrid' fite beneath eternal snoi^ ; 
From Nubian hills, thai hail the diiwning day*,' 
To Gnhiea's coast; where evening fddes away, 
Regions immense, unsearchable, unlsnown, 
Bask in the splendour of the solar cone ; 
A world of wonders— where' creation seems' 
No more the works of Nature, but her dreams'; 
Great, wild, and beautiful, beyond control, 
She re^ns in all the freedom of her soul ; 
Where none cim check' her bounty when she 

showers 
O^er the gay wilderness her fruits and flowers ; 
None braye hei^ fury, when, with whirlwind breath 
And earthquake step, she walks abroad with 

death : 
O'er boundless plains she holds her fiery flight, 
In terrible magnificence of light ; 
At blaring; noon pursues the evening breeze, 
Thro^ the dun gloom of realm-overshadowing trees ; 
Her thirst at NileH mysterious fountain quells, 
Or breathes in' secrecy where Niger swells 
An inland octan, on whose jasper rocks 
With shells and seti-flbwer-WTeaths she binds her 

locks : 
VOt. I. 9 
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She Bleeps on isles of yelyet yerdure, placed 

Midst sandy gulfs and shoals forever waste ; 

She guides her countless flocks to cherished rillsi 

And feeds her cattle on a thousand hills ; 

Her steps the wild bees welcome through the yale. 

From every blossom that embalms the gale ; 

The slow, unwieldy river-horse she leads 

Through the deep waters, o^er the pasturing meads ; 

And climbs the mountains that invade the sky, 

To soothe the eaglets nestlings when they cry. 

At simset, when voracious monsters burst 

From dreams of blood, awaked by maddening thirst ; 

When the lorn caves, in which they shrunk from light, 

Ring with wild echoes through the hideous night ; 

When darkness seems alive, and all the air 

Is one tremendous uproar of despair, 

Heritor and agony ; — on her they call : 

She bears their clamour, she provides for all, 

Leads the light leopard on his eager way. 

And goads the gaunt hyaena to his prey. 

In these romantic regions Man grows wild : 
Here dwells the Negro, Nature's outcast child, 
Scorned by his brethren ; but his mother^s eye^ 
That gazes on him from her warmest sky. 
Sees in his flexible limbs untutored grace, 
Power on his forehead, beauty in his face ; 
Sees in his breast, where lawless passions rove, 
The heart of friendship, and the home of love ; 
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Sees in his mind, where desolation reigns, 
Fierce as his clime, uncoltered as his plains, 
A soil where virtae's fairest flowers might shoot. 
And trees of science bend with glorious fhiit ; 
Sees in his sool, involved with thickest night, 
An emanation of eternal light, 
Ordained^JiUid't^^iliking worlds, his dust to fire, 
And shine forever when the stars expire. 
Is he not mabt, though knowledge never shed 
Her quickening beams on his neglected head ? 
Is he not mav, though sweet Religion's voice 
Ne^er bade the mourner in his God rejoice ? 
Is ht not man, by an and suffering tried ? 
Is ht not man, for whom the Saviour died ? 
Belie the Negroes powers ; — in headlong will, 
Christian ! thy brother thou shalt prove him still '; 
Belie his virtues ; since his wrongs began, 
His follies and his crimes have stampt him hav» 

The Spaniard found him such : — the island-race 
His foot had spumed from earth's insulted face ; 
Among the waifs and foundlings of mankind. 
Abroad he looked, a sturdier stock to find ; 
A spring of life, whose fountains should supply 
His channels as he drank the rivers dry : 
That stock he found on Afiric's swarming plainA, 
That spring he opened in the Negro's vein* ; 
A spring) exhaustless as his avarice drew, 
A stock, that like Prometheus^ vitals grew 
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Beoeath the eternal beak^s hea^ that, tote, 

Beneath the insatiate thirst that drained bis g4)^. 

Thus, childless as the Charibbeans died, 

Afric^s strong sons the ravenipg waste sopplied ; 

Of hardier fibre to endure the joke, 

And self-renewed beneath the severipg/fii^e ; 

As grim Oppression crushed them to the tomb, 

Their fruitful parents.^ miserable womb 

Teemed with firesh myriads, crowded o^^fjfysyfff^ 

Heirs to .their toil, their sMffieni)gB,,an0 Vtn^jg^f^ 

Freighted with cnrsfs ?ra> .^ j'^l^r^t.l^il^ 
The spoilers of the West to.6|iinea!s^iQe ; 
Heavy with groans of ^nguish pU^.tbe |^]c[b 
That swelled that iatalbark's.i^tiju^ni^g fa^ ; 
Old Ocean shrunk, as o^er his surface Jew 
The human cai^o ^d the .demon oi^» 
—-Thenceforth, unnun4>ei«d as the )^^^4^J^ 
From sun to sun, or pass from pole to pole, 
Outcast and exiles from their county t^^ 
In floating dungeons o^er the j;ulf were, boi^j 
— ^The yaliant, seiied in peril-dariii^ ^IP^} 
The weak, surprised in n^edjOLefs ai^ np^t ; 
Subjects, bj mercenary despots 80I4 ^ 
Victims of justice, pros^tujte fpr gold ; 
Brothers by brothers, fnfn<jU by .(H$B^\l#?X!#^ » 
Snared in h^r loy^r^s arms the ;triii^ipg.m|ad,; 
The /aithfiil wife ,by her false l^rd .esti?iiy|p^^ 
For q|4 wild cup of di^iu^en bli«8 ^cbwij^ ; 
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From the brat€f-mother^8 knee the mhni boj, 
Kidnapped fai slnmber, bartered for a toj ; 
The father, resting at hit father^s tree, 
Doomed by the son to die beyond the sea ! 
— All bonds of kindred, law, alliance broke, 
All ranks, all nations, cronching to the yoke ; 
From fields of light, unshadowed climes that lie 
Panting beneath the sun's meridian eye, 
From hidden Ethiopian's utmost land ; 
From Zaara^s fickle wilderness of sand ; 
From Congous blazing plains and blooming woods ; ' 
From Whidah^s hills, that gush with golden floods ; 
Captives of tyrant power and dastard wiles, 
Dispeopled Africa, and gorged the isles. 
Loud and perpetual, o^er the Atlantic waves, 
For guilty ages, rolled the tide of slaves ; 
A tide that knew no fkll, no turn, no rest. 
Constant as day and night from east to west ; 
Still widening, deepening, swelling in its course, 
With boundless ruin and resistless force. 

Quickly by Spain^s alluring fortune fired, 
With hopes of fame, and dreams of wealth inspired, 
Eorope^s dread powers, from i^ominious ease 
Started ; their pennons streamed on every breeze ; 
And still, wherever the wide discoveries spread, 
The cane was planted, and the native bled ; 
While, nursed by fiercer suns, of nobler race, 
The negro toiled and perished in his place« ^*- 
9* 
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First, LnofaniafT^be whote fi^vm h$d ppn^ 
Her amis triamphaiit round the car of iftpfl^ 
— Turned to tbe fetti^g snn h^r bcigbi m^j^ 
And hung her trophies o^er ^e c^uoh of day. 

Hollands— whose bardjr sons rolled baok the sea 
To build the halcyon nest of Uberijr^ 
-Shameless abroad the ensljaTing f^ unfurled, 
And reigned a de^t in the younger mHd. 

Denmark,— —whose roTuig hordes, in bai^aioas 



Filled the wide North with piracj and crimei, 
Awed every shore, and tauf^t their kee)^ tp 9we«p 
O'er every Ma, the Arabs of the deep, 
— ^Embarked, onc^ mori^ to western congest le4 
By Rolla's spirit, ristn from the deed. 

Gallia, — ^who' vainly aimed, in depth of night. 
To hurl old Rome from her Tarpeian height, 
(But lately laid, with unprevented blow. 
The thrones of longs, the hopes of fr^edon^ low,) 
—Rushed o'er the theatre of splendid toik, 
To brave the dangers, and divide the spoils. 

Britannia, — she who scathed the crest of Spain, 
And won the trident sceptre of the main, 
IVhen to tl^e raging wind and ravening tide 
She gave the huge Armada's scattered prid$ ; 
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Smithy the tfamidefi-wieldiiig hand, that hurled 
Her yengeance roond the waye-encircled world ; 
— Britaimia ahared the glorj and the guilt. 
By her were Slavery's island-altan bodlt, 
And fed with human Tictims ; — ^while the cries 
Of blood, demanding vengeance from the skies, 
Assailed her traders' groveling hearts in vain ; 
— ^Hearts dead to sympathy, alive to gain, 
Hard from impunity, with avarice cold, 
Sordid as earth, insensible as gold. 

Thus, through a n%ht of ages, in whose shade 
The sons of darkness plied the infernal trade, 
Wild Afri<» beheld her tribes, at home. 
In battle slain ; abroad, condenmed to roam 
O'er the salt waves, in stranger-isles to bear, 
(Forlorn of hope, and sold into despair,) 
Through life's slow journey to its dolorous close. 
Unseen, unwept, unutterable woes. 
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The love of CQimti;^ , and ,of H.omis, tde ssMie jn |^ 
ages and among all motions.— Tbe Negroes Hooq^e 
and Country.— 'MuBgo Parke. — Promssof the Slave- 
Trade.— T^ Middle Faasage.--*The l7ccro hi /the 
We8t-Indicg,.^Ae ^G^i^ Cwtwi^?*e .CfMH)^ 
Plfffter.-Tr-T^c Moprs^of Barl^ai7.-rrBp<;^niei:8 — V^^ 
roons. — St. Domingo.— ^Hu]TicaneB.-:-jhe YeUbw 
Fever. 

B^Uiiedi>yiIeAKfn.e!er.aU.t^ voridjbesde ; 
Where brighter rans dispense serener lights- 
All^ j|»Ulerjiio«BP^nipaia4^eihe nigfat t 
' A land of beauty, virtue, valour, truth, 
Time-tutored age, fOid loverexiated ycHlih : 
The wand^rvig fuuiner, iwboae eye^coqiloras 
"Hi^ ';9^|4at^W4^.]ites, iiih% aoit.MiJ0}iaiitingjdu(n3es, 
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Views not a realm to botintiftil and fair, 

/ Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air ; 

/ In every clime the magnet of his soul, 
Touched by remembrance, trembles to that pole : ' 

) For in this land of HeavenH peculiar grace, 

! The heritage of nature's noblest race, ^ 

There is a spot of earth supremely blest, 
A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest. 
Where man, creation's tyrant, casts aside 
His sword and sceptre, pageantry and pride, 
While in his softened looks benignly blend 
The sire, the son, the husband, father, friend : 
Here woman reigns ; the mother, daughter, wife, 
Strews with fresh flowers the narrow way of life ; 
In the clear heaven of her delightful eye 
An angel-guard of loves and graces lie ; 
Around lier knees domestic duties meet. 
And fire-side pleasures gambol at her feet. 
* Where shall that lan^f, that spot of earth be 

found ?' 
Alt thou a man ? — a patriot ?— look around ; 
O thou shait find, howe'er thy footsteps roam, 
That land tht covstrt, and that spot f ht hokx '. 

On Greenland's rocks, o'er grim Kamschafka's 
plains, 
In pale Siberia's desolate domains ; 
When the wild hunter takes his lonely way, • 
Tracks through tempestuous snows his savage prey, 
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The reindeer^ tpoH, the ermkie'f trewiure ihtres^ 
And feasts his famine on the fat of bean ; 
Or, wrestliog with the might of raging seai, 
Where roond the pole the eternal billows freese. 
Plucks from their jaws the stricken whale, in Tain 
Plunging down headlcH^ tbroagh the whirling main f 
—His wastes of ice are lovelier in his eye 
Than all the flowery vales beneath the sky, 
And dearer far than Caesar^s pidace-dome, 
His caTem-eheker, and his cottage«home. 

O^er Chkia^t garden*fields and peopled floods r 
In Cali£mia^s pathless world of woods ; 
Round Andes^ heights, where Winter, from his throne^y 
Looks down in scorn upon the Summer sone ; 
By the gay borders of Bermudas^ isles. 
Where Spring with everlasting verdure smiles ; 
On pure Madeira^s vine*robed bills of health ; 
In Java^fl swamps of pestilence and wealth ; 
Where Babel stood, where wolves and jackals drink,' 
^Midst weeping willows, cm- Euphrates' brink ; 
On CarmePs crest r by Jordan's reverend stream. 
Where Canaan's glories vanished like a dream ; 
Where Greece, a spectre, haunts her heroes' graves, 
And Rome's vast ruins darken Tiber'^s waves ; 
Where broken-hearted Switzerland bewails 
Her subject mountains and dishonored vales r 
Where Albion's rocks exult amidst the sea* 
Around the beauteous Isle of Liberty y 
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—Matt, aupbogh ttU-agM of nTol#in^'titt«; 
UncbaogiDg man, inf eveiy Yvtpag'cWmej 
DeemB his own land of «^«i^i land* the' pride, 
Beloved by he«fen b^te aU the %«Ad'belilde ; 
His Boitt the epdt «f edrth* waj^meAyfiMft^ 
A deateri ewvater spttt thaD- all the' VeeC 

And is the M^^ontlawed ihan fabinrih'? 
Is he alone a stnusgeroil the' eaf^ ? 
Is there no shed, whose peepin; koof Ap|ledn ' 
So lovely that it fills his eyes with tears f 
No land, wlidse name, in exile heard,' wilfdarl 
Ice through his veios and l^htniag ttiMwigh his hearth 
Ah ! yes I benei^ the beams of briifhtef sMes^ 
His home -amidst- his other's coontry lies i 
There, with the partner of tds'souT, he shiMs 
Love-mii^led pleaswitts, ]ove<kifided cares ^ 
There, as with natvre^s warmest, 4ffial fire. 
He sooths his blind^ and feeds fail hdiplew sire ; 
His children, sporting Tooad his hut, 1[>ehold 
How they, shall cherish bim when lie is old. 
Trained by.exftm|^; (r&m. their tende^tff ybutli;' 
To deeds of charity and wdrds of tnith.^ a * 
^U HB not bleat f B^h61d I at closing d^: 
The negro-TiUage swarms -abroad to pla^ ; 
He treads^the dance through all'itsraptarOlMfhMiiidf, 
To the wild mafic of barbarian sounds ; 
Or, stretched at ease, where bread p^ettos shotWr 
Delicious coolness m bis shadowy liower, 
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He feasts on talea oC witchcraft, that give birtli 

To breathless wonder or ecstatic jnhrth ; 

Tet most delighted, when in rudest rhjrmes 

The minstrel wakes the song of elder times. 

When men were hejrees, slaves to beaaty^t cbarMs, 

And all the joys of life were love and arms, 

•~Is not the Negro blest ? Hia generoos soil 

With harvest ptlen^ crowns his simple toU ; 

More than his wants hia flocia and fields afford ; 

He loTes to- gjteet the ^s^renger at his board : 

^The winds were roaring and the White Man 

fiedj; 
^ The rains of night descended on his head ; 
^ The poor White Man sat down beneath our tree, 
*" Weary and faint and far from home waa he ; 
* For him no mother fills with milk* the bowl, 
^ No wife prepares the bread to cheer his sonl : 
^ —Pity the poor White Man who sought our tree, 
^ No wife, no mother, and no home has he.^ 
Thos sung the Negro's daughters ;^^once again, 
O, that the poor White Man might hear that strain ! 
— ^Whether the victim of the treacherous Moor ; 
Or from the Negro's hospitable door 
Spumed as a spy from Europe's hateful clime, 
And left to perish lor thy country's crime ; 
Or destined still, when all thy wanderings cease, 
On Albion's lovely lap to rest in peace ; 
Pilgrim ! in heaven or earth, where'er thou be, 
Angels of mercy guide and comfort thee ! 
VOL. I. 10 
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Thus lired the Negro in his natire land, 
Till Christian cruisers anchored on his strand ; 
Wherever their grasping arms the spoilers spread, 
The Negro's joys, the Negro's virtues fled ; 
Till, far amidst the wilderness unknown, 
They flourished in the sight of Heaven alone : 
While from the coast, with wide and wider sweep, 
The race of Mammon dn^^ged across the deep 
Their sable victims, to that western bourn. 
From which no traveller might e'er return 
To blazon, in the ears of future slaves, 
The secrets of the world beyond the waves. 

When the loud trumpet of eternal doom*^ 
Shall break the mortal bondage of the tomb ; 
When, with the mother's pangs, the expiring earth 
Shall bring her children forth to second birth ; 
Then shall the -Bea's mysterious caverns, spread 
With human relics, render up their dead : 
Though warm with life the heaving surges glow. 
Where'er the winds of heaven were wont to blow. 
In sevenfold phalanx shall the rallying hosts 
Of ocean-slumberers join their wandering ghosts, 
'Along the melancholy gulf that roars 
From Guinea to ihe Charibbean shores. 
Myriads of slaves that perished on the way. 
From age to age the shark's appointed prey. 
By livid plagues, by lingering tortures slain, 
Or headlong plunged alive into the main, h 
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Shall rise in judgnieDt from their ^omy beds, 
And call down vengeance on their murderers^ 
heads. 

Tet small the number, and the fortune bletC, 
Of those who on the stormy deep found rest, 
Weighed with the anremembered millions more. 
That ^scaped the sea, to perish on the shore. 
By the slow pangs of solitary care, 
The earth-devonring anguish of despair, c 
The broken heart which kindness never heals. 
The home-sick passion which the Negro feels. 
When, toiling, fainting in the land of canes. 
His spirit wanders to his native plains ; 
His little, lovely dwelling there he sees» 
Beneath the shade of his paternal trees, 
The home of comfort :-~then before his eyes. 
The terrors of captivity arise. 
— ^'Twas night: his babes around him lay at rest. 
Their mother slumbered on theb father's breast ; 
A yell of murder rang around their bed ; 
They woke ; their cottage biased ; the victinis ied \ 
Forth ^rang the ambushed ruffians on their prey. 
They caught, they bound, they drove them far 

away ; 
The white man bought them at the mart of blood ; 
In pestilential barks they crossed the flood ; 
Then were the wretched ones asunder torn. 
To distant isles, to separate bondage borne. 
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Denied, thoQgh MUi^litwith tetn^ the sad teBitt 
That misery loves,— 4he ftUowsbip of grief. 

The Negro, spoiled of all that nature gave 
The lree*boni man, thus shrunk into a slave. 
His passive limbs to measured tasks confined, 
Obeyed the impulse of another mind ; 
A silent, secret, terribto eontrol, 
That ruled his sinews aiid repressed hissotfl. 
Not for himself he waked at mortiizig light. 
Toiled the loiig day, and sought repose at night ; 
His rest, his labottr, pastime, strength and healthy 
Were only p«rtk>&s of si mastei^s Wealth ; 
His love— O, naifte not love, where Bittons <r6eai 
The fruit of love to dav«fy from the womb ! 

Thus spttAMd, defHided) tram|ded and oppfMf, 
The negro-exile languished itt the West, 
With wMStiAi toft ^ life bet hated breathy 
And nota hope, «ceept the hope in deirth, , 
To fly forever from llie Creole^etmttd^ 
And' dW«a a Atoakaa ki his fathet^land. 

Lif«» theM^ « mugt ru^r than «ie sImto f 
•—Cruel as death, insatiate as the grave, 
Falso a* the wiii^ thai round his vessel hlow,^ 
Remorseless at the gnlf that yawtts below, 
Is he who toils ilpon the wafting flood, 
A Christian bfok^c itt the trade of blood ; . 
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Boisterous in speech, in action prompt and bold, 
He buys, he sells,— ^e steals, he kills, for gold. 
At noon, when sky and ocean, calm and dear, 
, Bends ronnd his bark one blue, vnbroken sphere ; 
When dancing dolphins sparkle throu^ the brine, 
And sunbeam-circles o^er the waters shine ; 
He sees no beauty in the heaven serene, 
N9 soul-enchanting sweetness in the scene. 
But darkly scowling at the glorious day. 
Curses the winds that loiter on their Way, 
When swoln with hurricanes the billows rise. 
To meet the lightning midway from the skies ; 
When from the unbarthened hold his shrieking slaves 
Are cast, at midnight, to the hungry waves ; 
Not for his victims strangled in the deeps, 
Not for his crimes the hardened pirate weeps, 
But grimly smiling, when the storm is o>r. 
Counts his sure gains, and hurries back for more, i 

Lives there a reptile baser than a slave ? e 
— Loathsome as death, corrupted as the grave. 
See the dull Creole at his pompous board, 
Attendant vassals cringing round their lord ; 
Satiate with food, his heavy eyelids close ; 
Voluptuous- minions fan him to repose ; 
Prone on the noonday couch, he lolls in vain, 
Delirious slumbers rock his maudlin brain ; 
He starts in horror from bewildering dreams. 
His bloodshot eye with fire and frenzy gleams ; 
10* 
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H« ittlldi AlMMid thfo^gb all hk woilted roMdi, • 

The NegiD tvembbftr tad Um laih Mtomadi, 

Aad ciM»Qtfangiiifc, •hriBia^ tfamnigh the «ir, 

To diitMt iddi hm dfeed mp pffe ec h dechffo. 

Mark, aa lie pMieiiy cnwry head deelroed ; 

Then ilowlj mimij to eime bna from behiadi 

Thia ia the Terieat waetok oo aatureV face, 

Owned bj no aoamtrf^ epuned hj twwj race ; 

The tethered tjrant of one narrow ipan, 

Tha bloated t an y ji aafa Irvinf man ; 

Hia frame,— Siangan foam, of dunghill bnth, > 

That tainU the air, and rote above the eartb ; 

Hia aoal i-^haa Aa a aool, whose teaaual breast 

Of selfish passiona ia a aerpent's neat i 

Who foDowa headtong, ignorant and blinds 

The vague bmta-iBstiaot of an ideot mind i 

Whose heart, ^nidat acenes of su&ring^ senseieal 

grown, 
Eyen in hit mother'a lap was chiDed to stone ; 
Whosd torpid pnlse no social feelings move ; 
A stranger to tha teadeffaess of love, 
His motley haram ofaarms his gloating eye. 
Where ebon, brown, and olive beaaties vie % 
His. children, sprang a£3Ke from sloth and viee, 
Are bom his slaves, and loved at markfit price : 
Has he a soaK~-With his departing brteatb, 
A form shall hail him at the gates of death, 
The spectre Conaoienca, — shrieking through the gbom, 
^ Man, we shall meet again beyond the tomb.* 
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O Aifica : wrnkdU tfay MMmmH #mc< 

Did earth and hosvcil ooakpiM to aid tiqr ibet i 

No ; — ^thoa hadit ▼mgtaaitek'M^^B ikf mmwOmm^iAuim 

Sallied the lawitM cofiails <tf the lioer% 

And back on Europe's guilty natiom horled 

Th J wroi^ and tuffwingt w the iifler %rMd : 

Deep in thy dungeons GhrittittBa dkakad tbtir •haiMi 

Or toiled and pemhed en ik^ i^arofain^ pkilM. 

But wheie thine (afipring eRWched beneath the j«li*t 
In heavier peaia the avenging tfamider hieke. 
— ^Leagued with rapamena refvn «f the mate^ 
Hayti's barbaiian huntera hiiMMd Spain } / 
A mammoth race intincible m sight, 
Rapine and maisaere their grini ddight, 
Peril their element ;— o'er land and flood 
They carfied fire, and quennhed the flatties with blood ; 
Despairing captives hailed them from the coaslt ; 
Hiey rushed to conqneit, led by Charib f^iOfli. 

Tremble, Britannia ! while thine islands tell 
The appalling nkysteffibs of Obi^s fpeU ; g 
The wild Maroons, ifflpregnable and free. 
Among the mountain-holds of Liberty, 
Sudden as lightning darted ob their foe, 
Seen like the flash, remembered like the blow. 

When Gallia boafeta of dreed Marengo's fight. 
And HohenJinden's slaughter-delvged night, 
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Her spirit sinks ; — ^tbe sinews of the brave^ 
That crippled Europe, shrunk before the slave f 
The demon*spectres of Domingo rise, 
And all her triumphs yanish firom her eyes, 

0<Dd is a spirit, veiled from human sight 
In secret darkness of eternal light ; 
Through all the glory of his works we trace 
The hidings of his counsel and his face ; 
Nature, and time, and change, and fate fulfil 
Unknown, unknowing, his mysterious will ; 
Mercies and judgments mark him every hour 
Supreme in grace, and infipite in power : — 
Oft o^er the Eden-islands of the West, 
In floral pomp and verdant beauty drest, 
Roll the dark clouds of his awakened ire ; 
«->Thunder and earthquake, ^ wliirlv^ind, flood and 

fire, 
^Midst reeling mountains and disparting plains. 
Tell the pale world, ^ The God of VMigeance reigns.* 

Nor in the majesty of storms alone, h 
The Eternal makes his fierce displeasure known ; 
At his command, the pestilence abhorred 
Spares the poor slave, and smites the haughty lord ; 
Whil$ to the tomb be sees his friend consigned, 
Foreboding melancholy sinks hifi mind. 
Soon at his heart he feels the monster's fangs. 
They tear his vitals with convulsive pangs ; 
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The light is anguiih to his eje, the air. 
Sepulchral yapoun , laden with despair ; 
Now firenzy-horron rack hia whirling brain» 
Tremendona pnlaes throb through everj vein i 
The firm earth ainka beneath hii torture-bed. 
The akj in ruins ruahes o^er hia head ; 
He rolls, he rages in consuming fires, 
Tin nature, spent with agonj, expires. 
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WEST.INDIE8. 

PART IV. 

ARGUMEJrr. 

The Moravian Brethren, — ^Their Missions in Greenland, 
North America, and* the West-Indies. — Christian 
Negroes.— The Advocates of the Negroes in England. 
GranviUe Sharpe,— Clarkson, — Wdberforce, — ^Pitt, 
— Foz,— The Nation itself.—The Abolition of the 
Slave-Trade.— The future state of the West-Indies, 
-—of Africa,-— of the whole world. — The Millennium. 

WAS there no mercy, mother of the slave ! 
No friendly hand to succour and to save, 
Whfle conunerce thus thy captive tribes opprest. 
And lowering Vengeance lingered o'er the West ? 
Yes, Africa ! beneath the stranger's rod 
They found the freedom of the sons of God. 

When Europe languished in barbarian gloom. 
Beneath the ghostly tyranny of Rome, 
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Whoie second empire, coirled and mitred, burst 

A pboenix from the ashes of the first ; 

Trom persecution's piles, bf bigots fired. 

Among Bohemian mountains Truth retired : 

There, 'midst rude rocks, in lonely glens obscme. 

She found a people scattered, scorned and poor, 

A little fiock through quiet Tallies led, 

A Chri^an Israel in the desert led, 

While ravening wolyes, that scorned the sheplieid'a 

hand. 
Laid waste Ood's heritage thro' every land. 
With these the lovely "Ejoke sojourned long ; 
Soothed by her pretenfie, soDeiced ^y her song. 
They toiled fhro* danger, trials and distress, 
A band of virgins in the wilderness. 
With burning lamps^ amid their secset bowers,. 
Counting the watches of the weaxy bourn, 
la patient hope the Bridegroom's> voice to heaf^ 
And see his banner in the clouds appear : 
But when the momi returning ohased the night. 
These stars, that shone ia daikn^sa, swA in 

light ; 
Luther, like Phosphor,. led the QQni|ueriBg day,. 
His meek forepinnera wanedl, and passed awajr« • 

Ages rolled by, the turf perenniAl bloomod 
O'er the lorn relics of those saints entombed ; 
No mirade. proclaimed their power divine. 
No kings adorned, no pilgrim kissed their sh^e ; 



Cold and f(^i|^tt9il iBl tbe gT»Y« Ifaey d^t ; 

But 6q4 nenMmb^wd tb«iAt«*-rtlieir Fatlier ktpt 

A faithfo) mmiumt ;— o^ff tlMit nature cUoe 

Hi» ^rit mored id his aMKnntcd tiiM $ 

The face revived al his almightjr braalh, 

A seed to serre. him, from the doat of death. 

^G« fiistb, mji soM, ttrppgh heetttfii realne pioi- 

claim 
^ Mercj to. uaaefSy in a Slvlbui^ name :' 
Thus spake the Lofd ; Ihejc heard, a&d they obeyed i 
— Greenlai^d lay wisfi in nalare's heaviest shade : 
Thither the< ^^uagi^ of Ihe ceqbs tiey boie ; 
The gaant hAit)aiiaiii met thf^m on. the shore ; 
With joy and wonder hailing from afar, 
Thro' polan nlffm^^ the light of Jacobus star. 

Where roll Ohiola atreams , Miaaouri^ ilooda. 
Beneath th^ embo^of ttemel woods, 
The Red Map i!0UMd> a IrattAer-vanaor wUd! ; 
On him the eyeriastiog Gospel smiled ; 
His heart was awed, confounded, pierced, subdued, 
Divinely n^eltod^ OMiilded, a|id renewed ; 
The ^hoMi. V^M savage, natnre't harshest clod, 
Rose from the dugt,^ thiL image q6 his God. 

And th9«, poor Nflg«o ! soomed of all mankind ; 
Thou dumb an^ inpoitenit^ and deaf and- blind ; 
Thou dead in spiiit, t<»l-degraded skive, \ 

Cmahed by t^e <9ifseoa.Adani ta the. grave' ! 
VOL. I. 11 
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The mesaengen of peace, o^er land and sea, 
That loygfat the sons of sorrow, stooped to tiiee* 
— ^The captire raised his riow and suDen eye ; 
He knew no friend, nor deemed a friend was nigh. 
Tin the sweet tones of Pity touched his ears. 
And Mercy hathed his bosom with her tears : 
Strange were those tones, to him those tears were 

strange, 
He wept, and wondered at the mighty change. 
Felt the qaick pang of keen cotnponctioii dart, 
And heard a small, still whtspor in his heart, 
A voice from heaven that bade thi outcast riae 
From shame on earth, to glory in the skies. 

From isle to isle the welcome tidings ran ; 
The slave that heard them started into man : 
Like Peter, sleeping in his chains, he lay. 
The angel came, his night was tamed to day ; 
* Arise !* his fetters fall, his slumbers ^ee ; 
He wakes to life^ he springs, to liberty^ 

No more to demon-gods, in faideons forms. 
He prayed for earthquakes, pestilence and stonm. 
In secret agony devoured the earth, b 
And, while he spared his mother, cursed his birth : 
To heaven the Christiatt Negro sent his sighs, 
In morning vows and evening sacrifice ; 
He prayed for blessings to descend on those 
That dealt to him the cup of many iroes ; ^'^ 
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Thought of his home in Africa foiioni, 
Tet, while be wept, rejoiced that he wat born. 
No longer bnniiBg with naholj firea. 
He wallowed in the daat of base deiiraa ; 
Ennobling Tirtaes fixed his hopes above, 
Elnlaiged his heart, and sanctifiei^his lore ; 
With humble steps the paths of /peace he tiod, 
A happy pilgrim, fer he iralked with God. 

Still, slowlj qpraad the dawn of lile and daj, 
In death and darkness pagan myriads lay ; 
Stronger and heavier chains than those that hind 
The captive^s limbs, enthralled his abject mimd ; 
The yoke of man his neck indtignant bore, 
The yoke of sin his willing spirit wore. 

Meanwhile, among the great, the brave, th« freot 
The matchless race of Albion and the sea. 
Champions arose to |^ad the Negro's Oauae ; 
In the wide breach of violated laws. 
Through which the tontent of injustice rolled. 
They stood : — ^with 2«U>4Uiconquerably bold. 
They raised their voiott, stretched theii arm te 

save \tm 

From chttns the freanafiy#e«k despair the skve ; 
The exile's heart«siol^jmg^ds&^ assuage, 
Ao^ rescue Afric fironUh^ 9j^5%fi^s lage* 
^^fftijii fise rahle nwthei^iroihitfaA^shore, 
Age iXh»,>*i Jto^e Aa|P^ bote 
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H«r tribes to boniige p-^^wiUI dkfkhBBtlhm %lw^, 

Wild as the hmtm fliM^ieMB Iwr y«i«i|f, 

She flashed unheeded Xghtaiage ftttti her wf&h 

Her inmost deeerts eclMiat; to kelr eri^ 

Till agony the eeni^ of rnOMmg iMk^ 

And stem, iiaeetiseloiM if^aft MnmlM her kMv 

So Niobe^ wlitik ell her vbo* wen Mn^ 

In ecstacy of we fdtget het ftim | 

Cold in her eye serenest horror shone, 

WhUe ifi^i% NtkM MOlIM ^^r intvitote^ 

Thdl AfHei^ eat dHn ctwt Oi toiww^ «i(^ 
Her ttt^ili»mtm4i>ik Ac tfifdese M>d $ 
—When Sharpe^'^il piwi SritaimitM cha r ft re daow^ l^ 
IVom Lybian MnAn Ih^ voMowtkiRe^ fetleH to^ 
And taught the world, that, while she mles the wares, 
Her nrfl is freedeii id tUir ftet df riar«r: 
—When Clarkwa «il vfeloridbk teunr begidi | tf 
Unyieldii^in the vame of i3^M dnd ftoiiii 
Wise, patient, per B e? etli% te the «Dd,« 
No gnOe dodid tlviHwt^ ii(^ pdwer Mtf fMo^^ 
He rose a%^ AiHd IBie lln f«n te feMAf 
ife rettf in ^^Ifry )Hi ttw werterir Met I 
—When Wilberforce, the minister of grace, 
The new IJBtCaitsfef« foiled rsee^ e 
With angel-mighl o py ei ed ifae ieg% of hdl^ 
And fought, liko M idhtiBl^ till Oe drilgen feH : 
—When Fitt, supvnle «*l8d the seHftte raM 
Thcf Negro's Mnifl^ elie^the Nd^e/i Ibet ; 
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Tet while his toma, Ift^ hnvoi's U|^ thuider hnk^j' 
No fire defended to oonsiUM the jitkm i 
— When Fox, alMoqimt, for fteedeei ttood, 
"With speech resktlest m the Toioe of bleed ; 
The Toice that crios threusfa eU the Patriots reiiif. 
When at his feet his eowntfy groaQs in chains ; 
The Toice that whispers in the motfaer^s hteast. 
When smiles he^infant in his tosj rest ; 
Of power to bid the storm of passion roO, 
Or touch with sweetest tenderness the seal. 
He spake in vain ;— till, with his latest breath. 
He broke the spell of Aiiice in deelh. 

The Muse, to whom the Ijre and lute belong, 
Whose song of freedom is her noblest song, 
The 1 jre with awful indignation swept, 
O'er the sweet lute in silent sonrow wept, 
— When Albion^s crimes drew thunder from her 

tongue, 
—When Afric^s woes overwhelmed her while she sung. 
Lamented Cowper ! in thy path I tread ; 
O that on me were thy meek spirit shed ! 
The woe^ that wring my bosom once were thine ; 
Be all thy virtues, all thy genius mine ! 
Peace to thy soul I thy God thy portion be ; 
And in His presence may 1 rest with thee ! 

Quick at the call of Virtue, Freedom, Truth, 
Weak, withemg age, ^d strong, aspiring youth, 

n* 
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The coldest, havAnt kMffte biin to'mblt ;' 
From bretet to bittal, Om ttamt of jnrilice glowed; 
Wide o'er Ht bitoks tiM ITilo of ae^Aowed ; 
Thip) aU-the iile the ptAw^ wateie nrelkid ; 
Mammon in Ttmi the enoiroiiiif flood repitlkd t 
O'erthrowii at kngth^ like Pkaiaob and hie best, 
His shipwrecked hopes laf scattcfed icoad thi 
coast. 

High oil her look, ia sotttarj ftlate, 
Sublimely musing^ |Mile Britaniiia.sate f 
Her awful forehead on her spear reclined, 
Her robe and tresMs streaiiiiBg with the wind ; 
Chill thro' her fraaDe foreboding treoMirs crept ; 
The Mother thonght upon her sonsv and wept $ 
— She thought of Nelson, in the battle slain, 
And his fost signal >b6andng o^er tiie maili ; / 
In Glory's circling arms the hero bled. 
While Vicioi^ boond the kmrel on Us b«ad ; 
At once immortal, m both worids, beeame 
His soaring s|iitit and abiding name : 
—She thoU of PHt, heartMbrakea on his bier ; 
And, ^ O, my ebuntry !' echoed in her ear t 
—She liiought of Fox; she heard him fiditlj 

speak. 
His parting breath grew cold upon her cheek, 
His dying acicents trembled into air ; 
^ Spare injured Africa \ the Negro spare !' 
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B^eld her wfpVnBMaigmm 6ae« att>i« 
Pleading tM mH lo km;, lo T^iilly tliedf 
Renewed, mvted, prenaied, pledged, dettied, 
The Ne^r deiiii to aH Ut Ma&er gjetve^ 
And all the tjtant nnihed kom (he d«yew 
Her yielding heart confested the righteous olaim, 
Sorrow had softened it, and leve o^efeMine ; 
Shame flushed her ddble eh^ek, her bosont btoned *, 
To helpless, bopelem Africa she turned ; 
She saw her sister In the Mourner'** face^ 
And rushed %Hth t^aife into hef ditit c^mbfiaoe : 
*• All hail !' teelalmed the ttbpmi of tite seK^ 
^ Thy chaiM istft broken, AiHciL, b« ft«e t* 
' All hail !' related the Motfhke^, ' the Who brbke 
^ My boitdi sMl neVc^ w^ar a stratigei^s ydke.' 

Muse ! talce Ibii hark^ of (vroph^sy t^b^hold ! 
The glories of a bHgfate^ agd unfold ; 
Friends of tfMI outcaist ! iri^# the aecompli^hed plan, 
The Negro, IcHreri&g td the height of nran. 
The blood of ROiiiaAs^ Saroni^ Gatflv and Danes, 
Swelled th# iteh ibunttdn of the BritctaH yeiiis ; 
Unmingled sti^i^ni a wariner life impart, 
And quickei'pnlses to the Negroes heart : 
A diuiiy ntt'e, beneath the evening sun, 
Shall blend thih' spotisal currents into one : 
Is beauty bound to ccAoti^, shape, or air f 
No ; God created all hiis oApring fiiir. 
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Tjrrant and ilave tli«ir trib«» 9ba]l never aee. 

For God created all his ofi^Mring free ; 

Then Justice, leagued with Meicj ifom abo?e, 

Shall rei^ in all the liberty x>f love ; 

And the sweet shores beneath the balmj west 

Again shall be the ^ islands of the blest.* 

Unutterable mysteries of fate 
Involve, O Africa ! thy future state. 
— On Niger's banks, in lonely beauty wild, 
A Negro-mother carols to her child : 
^ Son of my widowed love, my orfihan joy ! 
^ Avenge thy father's murder, O my boy !* 
Along those banks the fearless infant strays 
Bathes in the stream, among the eddies plays ; 
See the bojf bounding through the eager race ; 
The fierce youth shouting foremost in the chace| 
Drives the grim lion from his ancient woods. 
And smites the crocodile amidst his floods. 
To giant strength in unshorn manhood grown, 
He haunts the wilderness, he dwells alone. 
A tigress with her whelps to seise him sprung. 
He tears the mother, and he tames the young 
In the drear cavern of their native rock ; 
Thither wild slaves and fell banditti flock : 
He heads their hordes : they burst, like torrid rains. 
In death and devastation o^er the plains ; 
* Stronger and bolder grows his ruffian hand,, 
Prouder his heart, more terrible his hand. 



4PM ' 



He sprearffl lift fMSikr ; crbWAiig ftbm iXktj 
Innnmerable iMIes VtiUi to Wkf ; 

O'er Lybian sands, rerolving to the sky. 

In fire and wrath 'dbi'6o|li ^ve¥y realin th^y iNifa, 

Wher^ %iig h;>bn^fa«idbW shHtiks beneath the htxh: 

Til] at \M i6bll^ti^/or^i fH^t^ flrotti sea td ft^A, 

A huna^ fiifi<M&k bo^ ^k Bervil« kh««, 

And throned ih ttiatitfe^s tihfeteU^ doih^s. 

The Jenghis Khan of AfKck h'<& reigni. 

Dim through the night of these tempestuons years, 
A Sabbath dawn o^er AfHca appears ; 
Then shall her neck from Earope^s yoke be freed, 
And heaUng arts to hideous arms succeed ; 
At honti inkieitisiL \MS» hef iilb^s klM bTn^, 
Commerce abroad espouse them with mankind, 
While truth shall build, and pure religion bless 
The church of God, amidst the wilderness. 

Nor in the isles and Africa alone 
Be the Redeeme|;^8 cross and triumph known : 
Father of mercies ! speed the promised hour ; 
Thy kingdom come with all-restoring power ; 
Peace, virtue, knowledge, spread from pole to 

pole, 
As round the earth the ocean waters roll ! 
—Hope waits the morning of celestial light ; 
Time plumes his wings for ererlasting flight ; 
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Unohangini; seaaont haye thdr march began ; 

Millennial jean are hastening to the sun ; 

Seen through thick cloudi, by Faith^s transpiercing 

ejes, 
The New Creation shines in purer skies. 
—All hail ! — ^the age of crime and suffering ends ; 
The reign of righteousness from heaven descends ; 
Vengeance for ever sheathes the afflicting sword ; 
Death is destroyed, and Paradise restored ; 
Man, rising from the ruins of his fall. 
Is one with God, and God b All in AH ! 
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NOTES. 



PART I. 

Note a. — ^page 85. 

Far (u Mger roUs hit easiem tide, 

MuDgo Paike, in his travels, ascertained that ^^ the 
great river of the Negroes^ flows eatiufard. It is pro- 
bable, therefore, that this river is either lost among 
the sands, or empties itself into some inland sea, in the 
undiscovered regions of Africa. ->^<e aUo Pari IL 
Kne 64. 

Note 6.— p. 88. 
Denied to age*^ but betrothed t§ me. 

When the author of The Wut-IndieM conceived the 
plan of this introduction of Columbus, he was not 
aware that he was indebted to any preceding poet for 
a bint on the f ubject ; but, some time afterwards, on 
a second perusal of Southxt's Madoc, it struck him 
that the idea of Columbus walking on the shore at 
sunset, which he had hitherto imagined his own, might 
VOL. I. 13 
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be only a reflection of the impression made upon his 
mind long before, by the first reading of the following 
splendid passage. He therefore gladly makes this ac- 
knowledgment, though at his own expense, in justice 
to the author of the noblest narrative Poem m the 
English language, after the Fab&ib Qitkxhs, and 
PAJL4DUS Lost. 

^ When evening came, toward the eehoing shore, 

^ I and Cadwallon walk'^ together forth ; 

^ Bright with dilated glory shone the west ; 

^ But brighter lay the ocean flood below, 

^ The burnished, silver sea, that beav'd and flashM 

^ Its restless rays intolerably bright. 

«^ Prince P* qonth CadwaUoa, *^ thou hast lode tfas 

waves 
^' In triumph, when the Invader felt thine am. 
^^ O ! what a nobler conquest might be won 
"There,-— upon that wide field !"— * What meanest 

thou?' • 
^ I cried ;' — " That yonder waters are ^ot spcead 
^^ A boundless waste, a bourne impassable ; 
** That thou shouldst rule the elements ; — ^tbat there 
*^ M^ht manly conrage, manly wisdom find 
^^ Some happy isle, some undiscover^ shore, 
" Some resting place for p^ade. O ! that my flool 
^^ Could seize the wings of morning! soon would I 
^^ BehoM that other world, where yonder sun 
^^ Now speeds to dawn in glory.'' 
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PART n. 

Note d.--^ 95» 

An ttutttn ptara^ ingrafted on ike toil. 

The cane it said to haTe been .Ant transplaiited from 
Madeira to the Brazils, by the Portuguese, and alter* 
wards introduced by, the Spaniards into the Charibbee 
lslands.-^e oito Um 21, htk^. 



PART m. 

Note ck— ^ 108. 
9*9 ittda ofehatity and toorit of truth, 

Br, Winteibothank says, ^Tbe respect which the 
^ Afocans ptij to old peopU is yeiy great. — One of the 
^ severest insults which can be offered to an African is, 
^to speak diweqiectfiilly of his mother.^ — ^The negro 
^ race is, p^haps, the most prolific of all the human 
^flipeoiesb Their infancy and youth are singularly 
' happy. The mothers are pasuonate^ fond of their 
«ohadren.^^6etf6ury>« 2Vaoei«.—^^ Strike me,'* said 
my attendant, ^^bnt do not curse my mother.'^' — 
' The same sentiment I found uniyersaUy to prevail.-* 
^ Oae of the first lessons in which the Mandingo women 
^iBBtrnct their chiUireB is the practiAt of trulK-^M 
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^ was the onlj eonsolation for a negto mother whose 
^ son had been murdered bj the Moors, that the poor 
boy had never told a lie.^-^ParkeU Travels. The de- 
scription of African fife and manners that foBows, and 
the song of the Negroes daughters, are copied without 
exaggeration, from the authentic accoimts of Mungo 
Parke. 

Note d.— p. 110. 
Or headlong plunged alive into the num. 

On this subject the following instance of almost in- 
credible cruelty was substantiated in a court of justice. 

* In this year, (1783) certain underwriters desired to 
^ be heard against Gregson and others, of Liverpool, in 
^ the case of the ship Zong, captain Collingwood, allege 

* ing that the captain and officers of the said vessel threw 
^ overboard on^ hundred and thirty-two slaves alive into 
' the sea, in order to defraud them, by claiming the 
^ value of the said slaves, ^ if they had been lost in a nat- 
^ ural way. In the course of the trial, which afterwards 
^came on, it appeared that the slaves on board the 
^ Zong wei« very sickly ; that sixty of them had already 

* died ; and several were ill, and likely to die, when the 
^captain proposed to James Kelsal, the mate, and oth-' 
' ers, to throw several of them overboard, stating, *' that 
^^ if they died a natural death^ the loss vrould fall upon the 
** owners of the ship ; 'but that,'if they were thrown into 

^^^ the sea, it would fall upon the underwriters.^* He 
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^■ekefed, AMovding^y «ie bnadred and tiHrty4woof 
^ Um BMist siokljr of the tJares. FiAy-fo«r of these were 

* imitwiiately tbrown OTcrboavd, and forty-twe were 
^ aade lo -be pertaken of tkeir Arte en the fttceeeding 

* dAj^ Ib tiie €0iuie of three days afterwards, the veBMiny 

* it»g tw^ntj^aiz were broofbt upon deck, to complete 

* the number of victimfl. The first sixteen submitted to be 
^ thrown into the sea, but the rest, with a noble resolu- 
^ tion, would not suflbr the officers to touch them, but 
^ leaped after their companions, and shared their fate. 

^ The plea lip^ich was set up in behalf of this atro- 
^ oious and unparalleled act of wickedness, was, that the 
^ captain discovered, when he made the proposal, that 
^ be had -onlj two hundred gallons of water on board, 
''and that he had missed Ms port. It was proved, how- 
*• ever^ in answer lo this^ that no one had been put upon 
*• short allowance ; and that, as if Providence had 
^ determined to afford an unequivocal proof of the guilt, 
^ a shower of rain fell, and continued for three days, im- 
^ mediately after the second lot of slaves had been de- 
^ stroyed, by means of which they might have filled 
^ many of .their vessels* with water, and thus have pre- 
^ vented all necessity for the destruction of the third. 

* Mr. Sharpe was present at this trial, and procured 

* the attendance of a short-hand writer to take down 
*■ the facts which should come out in the course of it. 
^ These hto gav« %o the public afterwards. He commu- 

*It appennd that thvy filUd tix, 
12* 
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^nicated them also, with a copy of the trial, to the 
^ Lords of the Admiralty as the guardians of justice upon 
^the s^as, and to the Dnke of Portland, as principd 
* minister of state. No notice, however, was taken by 
^ any of these of the information which had been thus 
*• sent them.'— Obifikffon*# HUtory of the jlboUHon^ &c. 
p. 95—7. 

Note e. — p. 111. 

7%e earih'devouring anguish of despair. 

The Negroes, sometimes, in deep and irrecoverable 
melancholy, waste themselves away, by secretly swal- 
lowing large quantities of earth. It is remarkable that 
^ earth-eating,' as it is called, is Bninfeetious^ and even 
a social malady: plantations have been occasionally 
almost depopulated, by the slaves, with one consent, 
betaking themselves to this strange practice, which 
speedily brings them to a miserable and premature end. 

Note d.— p. 113. 

Counts his sure gains, and hurries back for more. 

See Note b. 

Note e, — ^p. 113. 
Lives there a reptile baser than a slaw ? 
The character of the Creole Planter here drawn is 
justified both by reason and fact : it is no monster of 
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imagiiiatioii, though, for the credit of human nature, we 
maj hope that it is a monster ai rare as it is shocking. 
It is the doable ciuve of slavery to degrade all who are 
(concerned with it, 4omg or tuffering. The slave him- 
self is the lowest m the scale of human beings,— except 
the slaye-dealer. Dr. Pinkard's Ablei on tho Wt^t' 
Indies^ and Captam Stedman's Account of Surinam^ 
afford examples of the cruelty, ignorance, sloth and sen- 
suality of Creole Planters, particularly in Dutch Guiana, 
which fully equal the epitome of vice and abomination 
exhibited in these lines. 

Note/.— p. 116. 

Leagued with rapatiout rovers of the main, 
Hayti?9 barbarian huntert harassed Spain, 

Alluding to the freebooters and bucaniers who infested 
the Charibbean seas during the sixteenth and seven- 
teenth centuries, and were equally renowned for their 
valour and brutality. 

Note ^.f-p. 115. 

The appaUing mysteries of Obi'*s spelt. 

See Dallas* History of the Maroons^ among the^ 
mofmtuns of Jamaica ; also, Dr. Moeeley's Treatise on 
Sugar. 



a 



140 mtBs. 

N«te ^-i>. 116. 

. ^or in the wmJeH^ ^ •torm$ €tUne. 

For BUBttte luid affliieliiig details of the oi%ui vbA 
pfogreae of the yellow (eret \n att individual sofcjeot, 
see Dr. Pkikaid^s JVWet on the WeBt^indieg^ Vol. III. 
portiGularij Letter XII. in whieh tho wHter, itctm «k- 
perienoe, descrihes its horrors and sufferings. 
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Note «.-ip. IfiO. 

His meek forerunners waned^ and passed away. 

The context preceding and following this line, al- 
ludes to the old Bohemian and Moravian brethreti, who 
flourished long before the Reformation, but afterwards 
were almost lost among the protestants, till the begin- 
ning of the eighteenth century, when their ancient 
episcopal church was revived in Lusatia, by some re- 
fugees from Moravia. See Crantz^s wflnctenif -and Mod- 
em History of the Brethren. Histories of the missions 
of the Brethren in Greenland, North Aifienca,.aiid the 
V^est-Indies, hav^ been published in Germany : those 
of the two former have been translated into English. 
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See Cranfz^s Hutwy of Oreeniand^ and LoskiePfl Hu^ 
lory of the Brethren among the Indians in Jforth 
Jhneriea, It is only jmtice here to observe, that 
Christiaiu of other denomiDations have exerted them- 
lelves with great mocets in the oonvenion of the Ne- 
groes. No invidioufl preference it intended to be given 
to the Moravians ; but, knowing them best, the anthor 
particolariied this society. 

Note 6.«-p. 122. 

bi secret agony devoured the earthy 

Jindj while he spared his mother^ ewsed his birth. 

See Notes b and e, Part HI. 

Note «.— p. 124. 
When Sharpe^ on proud BriianniaU chartered short* 
Granville Sharpe, Esq. after a struggle of many 
years, against authority and precedent, established in 
our courts of justice the law of the Constitution^ that 
there are no slaves in England, and that the fact of a 
Negro being found in this country is of itself a proof 
that he is a freeman. 

Note d.-^, 124. 
When Clarkson his victorious course began. 
No panegyric which a conscientiens writer can be- 
stow, or a good man may receive, will be deemed ex* 



149 NOTES* 

traragant for tiie modest merits of Mr. Clarkson, bj 
those who are acquainted with his labours. — See hit 
Hiitory. of the MolUum^ &c. two Tolomes, lately 
published. 

Note e.«-»p. 124. 
The mvf Lot Ctuas ^a mtnctf i«ce« 

The author of this poem cotifekses himself imder 
many obligations to Mr. Wilberforce's eloquent letter 
on the Abolition of the Slave-Trade, addressed to the 
Freeholders of Torkshure, and published m 180^, pre- 
vious to the decision of the question. Las Casas has 
been accused of being a promoter^ if not the arigind 
projector^ of the Negro Slave-Trade to the West-Indies. 
-*The Abb4 Gregoire some years ago published a de- 
fence of this great and good man against the degrading 
imputation. The following, among other arguments 
which he advances, are Well worthy of consideration. 

The Slave-Trade between Africa and the West- 
tndies Commenced, according to Heitehi himself, the 
filrst and indeed the only accuser of Laii Casas, nine- 
teen years before the epoch of his pretended project. 

Herrera (from whom other authors have negligently 
taken the fact for granted, on his bare word) does not 
quote a single authoiity in support of hh assertion, 
that Las Castts Fscommended the importation of Ne- 
groes into Hi^aniela. Tlve ehai|^ iteelf waa/rW f^k^ 
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liflbed thirty-fiye years after the death ol Las Casas. 
All writers antecedent to Herrera, and contemporaiy 
witb'htBi, are silent on the subject, although s^eral of 
these were the avowed enemies of Las Cases. Herre- 
ra's Yencitj on other points is much disputed, and he 
displays vioknt piejudioes against the man whom he ac<- 
cuses. It may be added, that he was greatly indebted 
to him for informatmn as an historian of the Indies. 

In the numerous writings of Las Casas himself, still 
extant, there is not one word in favour of siavery of 
any kind, but they abotmd with reasoning and invec* 
tiYe i^ainst it in eyeiy shape ; and, among his eloquent 
i^peals and compvehenave plans on behalf of the ex- 
pressed Indians, there is not a solitary hint in recom- 
mendation of the African Slaye-Trade. He only twice 
mentions the ?9egroe8 through all his multifarious writ- 
ings : in ope instance he merely names them. as living 
in the islands, (in a manuscript in the National Library 
at Pari« ;) and in the same work he proposes no other 
remedy for the miseries of the aboriginal inhabitants, 
than the suppression of the rtparHmentoi^ or divisions 
of the people, with the soil on which they were bom. 
In ancvther memorial, after detailing at great length the 
measures whioh ought to be pursued for the redress of 
Ae Indians, (the proper opportunity, certainly, to ad- 
vocate the Negro Slave-Trade, if he approved of it,) 
he adds— ^ The Indians are not more tormented by 
* their masters and the diflerent public officers, than by 
^ their scnrants oiui (y the Jfegroet^^ 
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The original accusation of Laa Casas, translated 
from the words of Herrera, is as follows :^-^ The licen- 

* tiate Bartholomew Las Casas, perceiylng that his 

* plans experienced on all sides great difficulties, and 
^ that the expectations which he had formed from his 

* connexion with the High Chancellor, and the fitvoar- 

* ahle opinion the latter entertained of him, had not 

* produced an j effect, projected other expedients, 

* such as, to preeun for the CatHHaau atabUtked in 
^ the Jndiet « cargo if Hegroet^ to relieve the Indians 

* in the culture of the earth and the labour of the 

* mines ; also, to obtain a great number of VHtrldng 
^ men, (from Europe,) who should pass over into those 

* regions with certain privileges, and on certain con- 

* ditions, which he detailed.' 

Let this statement be compared with Dr. Robertson's 
most exaggerated account, avowedly taken /mom Her- 
rera -alone^ and let everj man judge for himttelf, 
whether one of the most zealous and indefatigable ad- 
vocates of freedom that ever existed, ^ while he con- 
^ tended earnestly for the liberty of the people bom in 

* one quarter of the globe, laboured to enslave the in- 
^ habitants of another region, and, in his zeal to save 
^ the Americans from the yoke, pronounced it to be 
^ lawful and expedient to impose one HiU heavier on 
^ the Africans.' — ^Robertson's History of America^ VoL 
I. Part IH. But the circumstance eowneeted by Dr, 
Robertson with this supposed scheme of Las Casas is 
unwarranted by any authority, and makes his own of 
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no yalae. He adds, — ^ the plan of Las Casas was 

* adopted. Charles V. granted a patent to one of his 
^ Flemish fayourites, containing an exclusive right of 

* importing four thousand Negroes into America.^ 
Herrera, the only author whom Dr* Robertson pre- 
tends to follow, does not, in any place, associate his 
random charge against Las Casas with this acknowl- 
edged and most infamous fact. The crime of having 
first recommended the importation of African slaves 
into the American islandys attributed, by three writers 
of the life of Cardinal Ximenes, (who rendered himself 
illustrious by his opposition to the trade in its infancy,) 
to Chievtn^ and by two others to the FUmuh TMbiliiy 
themselvei^ who obtained the monopoly aforemention- 
ed, and which was sold to some ^ Genoese merchants 
« for 25,000 ducats : and they were the first who 
^ brought into a regular form that commerce for slaves, 
^ between Africa and America, which has since been 
^ carried on to such an amazing extent.^ — It is unne- 
cessary to say more on this subject. A translation of 
Gregoire's defence of Las Casas was published in 1803, 
by H, D. Symondt^ Paternoster Row, 

Note/.— p. 126. 

Jind hit hst signal beaming o'er the main. 

^ England expects eveiy man to do his duty.^ 

VOL. I. 13 
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THE GRAVE. 



THERE IB a ctJm for those who woep, 
A rest for weaiy FilgnniB found, 
Thej softly lie, and sweetly sleep, 

Low in the ground. 

The storm that wrecks the winter sky, 
No more disturbs their deep repose. 
Than summer eTening^s latest sigh, 

That shots the rose. 

I long to lay this painful head 
And aching heart beneath the soil,. 
To slumber in that dreamless bed 
From all my toil. 

For Misery stole me at my birth, 
And cast me helpless on the wild ; 
I perish ; — Oh, my Mother Earth ! 

Take home thy Child ! 

On thy dear lap these limbs rc/blined^* 
BhaO gently moulder into thee ; 
Nor leave one wretched trace behind, 
Resembling me. 
13* 
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Hark !— a strange sound affrights mine ear ; 
Mj puke — mj brain runs wild — ^I rave ; 
— Ah ! who art thou whose voice I hear ? 
—"I am THE GRAVE. 

^^ The GRAVE, that never spake before, 
Hath found at length a tongue to chide : 
O listen !— I will speak no more : 

Be silent, Pride ! ^ 

** Art thou a WRETCH, of hope forlorn^ 
The victim of consuming care ? 
Is thy distracted conscience torn 
By fell despahr i 

^^ Do foul misdeeds of former times 
Wring with remorse thy guilty breast ? 
And ghosts of nnforgiven crimes 

Murder thy rest? 

*^ LashM by the furies of the mind, 
From Wrath and Vengeance wouldst thou flee ? 
Ah ! think not, hope not. Fool ! to find 
A friend in me. 

^^ By all the terrors of the tomb. 
Beyond the power of tongue to tell ! 
By the dread secrets of my womb, 

By Death and Hell ! 
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" I charge tiiee, LIVE I^repent and pray ; 
Id dust tbine infamj deplore ; 
There yet is mercy ; — go thy way, 
And sin no more. 

^^ Art thoQ a Movrner ? — ^Hast thou known 
The joy of innocent delights, 
Endearing days for ever flown. 

And tjranqnil nights ? 

'' O LIVE !--.and deeply cherish still 
The sweet remembrance of the past : 
Rely on Heaven^s unchanging will 
For peace at last. 

^^ Art thou a Wasbbrxr ? — hast thou seen 
Overwhelming tempests drown thy bark ? 
A shipwreckM sufferer hast thou been, 
Misfortune's mark ? 

*'^ Tho' long of winds and waves the sport, 
CondemnM in wretchedness to roam, 
LIVE ! — thou shalt reach a sfaelteiing port, 
A quiet home. 

^^ To Frievbship didst thou trust thy fame, 
And was thy friend a deadly foe, 
Who stole into thy breast, to aim 
A surer blow ? 
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*^ LIVE !">«nd jrepine not o^cr his low, 
A loif unworthy to he told : 
Thou hart miituken sordid dross 

For Fritndship^s gold. 

^^ Seek the tnie treafvre^ seldoin Ibond, 
Of power the fiercest griefii to calm. 
And sooth the bosom^s deepest wound 
With kearenllj balm. 

^* Did WoMAv^s channt thy y o«tb begoileY 
And did the Fair One AhUess proye i 
Hath she betrayM thee with a smile. 
And sold tl^ love ? 

'' UYE l^^twM a lidse bewildering fire, 
Too often Lovers insidiovs dart 
Thrills the fond sonl with wUd desire, 
Bvtkifla the heart 

^^ Thou yet shalt know, how sweet, how dear, 
To gase on listening Beauty's eye ! 
To ask,:--and panse in hope and fear 
Till she reply. 

^^ A nobler flame shi^ warm thy breast, 
A brighter maiden faithfol prove ; 
Thy youth, thine age, shall yet be blert 
In Woman^s love. 



J 
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" —Whatever thy lot,— Whoe'er thou be,— 
Confess thy folly, — :ki88 the rod, 
And in thy chastening sorrows see 

The hand of GOD. 

** A braised reed HE will not break ; 
Afflictions all his children feel ; 
He wonnds them for his mercy's sake, 
He wounds to heal ! 

*'*' Humbled beneath his mighty hand, 
Prostrate his Providence adore : 
^Tis done !— Arise r H£ bids thee stand, 
To fall no more. 

" Now, Traveller in the vale of tears ! 
To realms of everlasting light. 
Through Time's dark wilderness of yean, 
Pursue thy flight. 

*^ There is a calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary Pilgrims found : 
And while the mouldering ashes sleep 
Low in the ground ; 

^^ The Soul, of origin divine, 

GOD'8 glorious image, freed from clay^ ^^ 

In heaven's eternal sphere shall shine 

A star of day ! i 
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'« The fiUK If Irat a spaik of «re, 
A transient meteor in the sky ; 
The SOUL, immortal as its 9ire, 

SHALL NEVER DIE/ 



THE LTRE. 



^^ AH ! WHO WOprLD LOVS THX LTHB V^ 

W. B. SUvem. 
WHERE the roTing rill meander^a* 

Down the green, retiring vak, 
Poor, forlorn Alcjeus wandered, 

Pale with thought, ier«nely pale • 
Timely sorrow o'er his lace, 
BreathM a melancholy grace. 
And fixM on every feature there 
The monmfol resignation of despair. 

O^er his arm, his lyto neglected, 

Once his dear conpanioB, hung, 
And, in spirit deep defected, 

Thus the pensive Poet sung ; 

While, at midnights solemn nooik^ 

Sweetly shone the doudless moon. 

And all the stars, around his bead, 

Benignly bright, their mildest influence shed. 
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<^ Lyre ! O Lyre ! my efao»en treawue, 

'^ Solace of my Ueec&ig heart ! 
*^ Lyre ! O Lyre ! my only pkasve, 

^^ We must sow for ever part : 
^^ For in Tain thy poet singa^ 
^' WooB in vain thine heavenly ttriB^i ;. 
^^ The Moses' iivsetdicd sens are horn 
^' To cold neglect^ and pranrjr* uut scon. 



^^ That which Ajusxavimu aigh?d fon, 
^^ That which Cmbab?s soul possessM, 

'^ That which heroes, kings^ have died for, 
^^ Glory !--animates my breast : 

^^ Hark ! the charging trumpets^ throats 

^^ Pour their death-defying notes ; 

fc^ — ^ To arms !^ they call ; to arms I fly, ^ 

^^ Like WoLvs to conquer— and like Woltb to die I 



«^ Soft !— the blood of mnrder'd legions, 
^^ Summons yengeanee from the skies ; 

^ Flaming towns,, and ravaged regions, 
** All in awful judgment nse ! 

^* O then, innocently bfove, 

" I will wrestle with the wave ; 

^^ Lo ! Commerce spreads the daring sail, 
• ^nd yokes her navsa chariots to the gale. 
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^^ What, though all the worid neglect me, 
^^ Shall mj haughty soul repine ? 

'^ And Bhall porertj deject me, 
'^ While this hallowM Ljn n mine ? 

" Heaven — that o*er my helpless head, 

" Many a wrathful vial shed, 

" Heaven gave this Lyre !— and thus decreed, 
^i Be thou a ftnofV, but not a broken reed.^ 



REMONSTRANCE TO. WINTER. 



AH ! why, unfeeling Wiittjbk ! why 

Still flags thy torpid wing f 
Fly, Melancholy Season, fty. 

And yield the year to Sp&ivg. 

Spring, — the young haiMnger of love, 

An exile in disgrace,-*- 
Flits o'er the scene, Kke Noak^b ckyve. 

Nor finds a restii^ place. 

When on the mountain's azvre peak 

Alights her fairy form, 
Cold blow the winds,— and daiic and bleak 

Around her rolls the storm. 
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If to the valley flihe repair 

For shelter and defence, 
Thy wrath pursues the mourner there, 

And drives her, weeping, thence. 

She seeks the brook— the faithless brook. 

Of her unmindful grown, 
Feels the chill magic of thy look. 

And lingers into stone. 

She woos her embryo flowers in Tain, 

To rear their infant heads ; 
Deaf to her voice, her flowers remaili 

Enchanted in their beds. 

In vain she bids the trees expand 

Their green luxuriant charms ;— * 
Bare in the wilderness ib€j standi 

And stretch their withering i 



Her favourite birds, in feeble notes^ 

Lament thy long delay ; 
And strain their little stammering throats, 

To charm thy blasts away. 

Ah, Wurrx& I calm thy crael n^. 
Release the struggling year ; 

Thy power is past, decrepit Sage ! 
Arise and disappear. 
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The Stan that graced thy splendid night 

Are lost in warmer rays ; 
The Snn^ rej(»cing in his might, 

Unrob celestial days. 

Then why, nsnrping Wivtek, why 

Still flags thy frozen wing ? 
Fly, unrelenting tyrant, fly — 

And yield the year to Spmura ! 



SONG. 



ROUND LoYJE'fl Elysian bowen, 

The fairest prospects rise ; 
There bloom the sweetest flowers, 

There shine the purest skies : 
And joy and rapture gild awhile 
The cloudless heaven of Bxavtv's smile. 

Round Lovje'b deserted bowers 

Tremendous rocks arise ; 
Cold mildews blight the flowers, 

Tornadoes rend the skies : 
And Pleabujlx^b waning moon goes do4ni 
—Amid the night of Bxavtt^b frown. . 
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Then Yovts, tbo« fond beUeyer I 
The wiljr Syren shiin : * 

IVho trusts the dew Deceiter 
Win surely be undone ! 

When Beauty triumphs, ah ! beware, 

Her smile is hope ! — ^ber frown despair ! 



LINES 

WRITTEN VBTDBR 

A DRAWING OP YARDLEY OAK, 

CELBBATED BT COWFSR. 

See HdUyU Life and Letters of W, Cowper^ Esq. 

THIS sole survivor of a race 
Of giant oaks, where once the wood 
Rang with the battle or the chace. 
In stem and lonely grandeur stood. 

From age to age, it slowly spread 
'Its gradual boughs to sun and wind ; 
From age to age, its noble head 
As slowly witherM and declined. 

A thousand years are like a day. 
When fled ; — no longer known than seen ; 
This tree was doomM to pass away. 
And be, as if it ne*er had been ;— 
14* 
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But moamfol Cowpb», wandering n^b, 
For rest beneath its shadow came, 
When lo ! the voice of days gone by 
Aacended from ita hollow frame* 

O that the Poet had reVealM 
The words of those prophetic strains, 
£re Death the eternal mystery sealed t 
— Tet in his song the Oak lemains. 

And fresh in undecaying prime, 
There may it live, beyond the power 
Of storm and earthquake, Han and Tine, 
TiU Nature's conflagration-honr. 



SONG. 

W&nA'JEV F0» A flOCIBTT, WH08S MOTTO WAS 
*^ FRIEVDSHIP, LOVE, AlTD TRUTH.'* 

WHEN «^ Friendship, Love, and Truth'' abouBd 

Among a band of B&otbkrs, 
Th6 cup of joy goes gaily round. 

Each shares the bliss of others : 
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Sweet roMt grace the tfaonij way, 

Along this vale of sorrow ; 
The flowers that shed their leayet to-daj, 

Shall bloom again to-morrow : 
How grand in age, how fair in youth. 
Are holy ^ Fkixvdbhip, Lots, and Truth !^* 

On Halcyon wings ouf moments pass^ 

Lifers cruel cares begoiling ; 
Old Tim K lays down his scythe and glass, 

In gay good hnmoor smiling : 
With ermine beard and forelock grey, 

His reyerend front adorning. 
He looks like Winter tomM to May, 

Night soften'd into Morning ! 
How grand in age, how fair in youth. 
Are holy ^* Fbixhdship, Lovx, and TvUvn V^ 

Trom these delightful fountains flow 

Ambrosia] rills of pleasure : 
Can man desire, can heaven bestow, 

A 'more resplendent treasure ? 
AdomM with gems so richly bright, 

We^n form a Constellation, 
Where every Star, with modest light, 

Shall gild his proper station. 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy ^^ Fjuxitiwhif, Love, and TavTH V^ 
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RELIGION. 



AN OCCASIONAL WIVS. 

THROUGH shades and solitudes profound, 
The fainting traveller winds his way ; 

Bewildering meteors glare around, 
And tempt his wandering feet astray. 

Welcome, thrice welcome, to his eye, 
The sudden moon's inspiring light. 

When forth she sallies through the sky» 
The guardian angel of the night ! 

Thus mortals, blind and weak, below 
Pursue the phantom Bliss, in vain ; 

The world's a wilderness of wo. 
And life a pilgrimage of pain ! 

Till mild Relioiov, from above. 
Descends, a sweet engaging form. 

The messenger of heavenly love. 
The bow of promise in a storm ! 

Then guilty passions wing their flight, 
Sorrow, remorse, affliction cease ; 

Religion's yoke is soft and light. 
And all her paths are paths of peace. 
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Ambitioii, pride, revenge depart, 

And folly flies her chastemng rod ; 
She makes the humble contrite heart 

A temple of the hving God. 

Beyond the narrow Yale of tune, 

Where bright celestial ageft roll, 
To scenes eternal, scenes sublime, 

She points the way, and leads the soul. 

At her approach the Grave appears 

The Gate of Paradise restored ; 
Her Yoice the watchings Cherub hears, 

And drops his double flaming sword. 

Baptised with her renewing fire, 

May we the crown of glory gain ; 
Bise when the Host of heaven expire, 

And leign with God, for ever reign. 




THE JOY OF GRIEF, 

Otium, 

SWEET the hour of tribolatioD, 

When the heart can freely sigh ; 
And the tear of resignation 

Twinkles in the mournful eye. 

Have jou felt a kind emotion 
Tremble through your troubled breast ; 

Soft as evening o^er the ocean^ 
When she charms the wares to roit i 

Have you lost^a friend, or brother ? 

Heard a father's parting breath ? 
Gazed upon a lifeless mother, 

Till she seemM to wake from death i 

Have you felt a spouse expiring 

In your arms, before your view ? 
Watch'd the lovely soul retiring 

From her eyes, that broke on yon ^ 

Did not grief then grow romantic. 

Raving on rememberM bliss ? 
Did you not, with fervour frantic, 

Kiss the lips that 'felt no kiss ? 
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Yes ! but, when f on had reiignM htr, 
Life and jou were I'ecoiiciled ; 

AwA left-Hshe left behind her, 
Que, one dear, one onlj child. 

But before the green ttOM peepini;, 
His poor mother's grave arrajM, 

In that graye, the infant sleeping 
On the mother's lap was laid. 

Horror then, yonr heart congealing, 
ChillM you with intense despair ; 

Can yon call to mind the feeling i*^ 
No ! there was no feeling there ! 

From that gloomy trance of sonrow, 
When yon woke to pangs nnknown. 

How unwelcome was the morrow, 
For it rose on rov ALOHiit« 

Sunk in self-consnming anguish. 
Can the poor heart always ache ? 

No ; the tortured nerre wffl languish, 
Or the strings of life must break. 

O'er the yielding brow of sadness. 
One faint smile of comfort stole ; 

One soft pang of tender gladness 
Exquisitely thfflTd your sotd. 
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While the wonndf of wo are heafiaif, 
While the heart is all reasn'd, 

*Tis the solemn feast of feelinip, 
^Tis the sabbath of the mind. 

PennTe Memorj then retraces 

Scenes of bliss forerer fled, 
Liyes in former times and places. 

Holds communion with the dead. 

And when nighthi prophetic slombers 
Rend the veil to mortiU eyes. 

From their tombs, the samted numbers 
Of our lost companions rise. 

Ton faaye seen a friend, a brother, 
Heard a dear, dead father speak ; 

Proyed the fondness of a mother, 
Felt her tears upon jrour cheek ! 

Dreams of love your grief begufling, 
Tou have clasped a consort^s charms. 

And received your in&nt smiling 
From his mother's sacred arms. 

Trembling, pale, and agonizing. 
While you mournM the vision gone, 

Bright the morning star arising 
OpenM Heaven, from whence it shone. 



BATTIiB OF AJSXAIXmiA. }6e 

Thither all yoor wi«h»i NudiQf , 

Bose in esstacj tnhljgtf!, 
Thither all your hop«t ^saen^tipg 

TrhunphM oyer dcnith and tJOMBf 

Thus afflicted, brnJMi, and hrpkas, 

Haye yon jpaomn imch fwe^ relief P 
Tes, my friend ! and hy thi* to)c9«, 

Yqii haye felt, " tmi WT •> €»»v,^' 



THE BATTLE- OP ALEXANDRIA. 



At Thehes, in anciept f^^nrpt, iras erected a statue of 
Jlfemium, with a harp m his hand, which is eaid to 
haye hailed with delightful munc the rising sun, and 
in melaiicholy toi^ea to hare mennied hif depaftfue. 
The introduction of this celebrated Lyre, on a 
modem occasicm, will be censured as an anachro- 
nism by those only who think ^at its chords hay« 
been touched unslDlfaQy. 

HARP of Memnon i sweetly strong 

To the music of the spheres ; 
While the Huio^s dii]ge is sung, 

Breathe enchanlmeni tP our ears. 
VOt. I. 15 
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As the sun^s descending beams^ 
Glancing o^er thy feeling wire^ 

Kindle every chord that gleams. 
Like a ray of heavenly fire : 

liCt thy numbers, soft and slow, 
0*er the plain with carnage spread, 

Sooth the dying, whfle they flow 
To the memory •f the dead. 

B^ht as Vssira, newly bom, 
Blushing at her maiden charms $ 

Fresh from ocean rose the Mom, 
When the trumpet blew ^ armi^ 

O that Time had staid his flight. 
Ere that Morning left the main : 

Fatal as the Egtptiav night, 
When the eldest bom were slain ! 

LashM to madness by the wind. 
As the Red Sea surges roar, 

Xieave a gloomy gulph behind, 
And devoiir the shrinking shore ; 

Thus, with overwhelming pride, 
Gallia^s brightest, boldest boast; 

In a deep and dreadful tide, 
KoU'd upon tiie Brttuh host. 



OF ALIXANBHU. 171 

Dauntless these their station hMf 

Though, with unextingnishM Ire, 
Gallia's legions, thrice repelled, 

Thrice retumM through blood and fife^ 

Thus, above the storms of time, 

Towering to the sacred spheres. 
Stand the Pjramids sublime,— 

Rocks amid the flood of years I 

Now the veteran Chiks drew nigh, 

Conquest towering on his crest, 
Valour beaming from his ej«, 

Pity bleedmg^in his breast. 

B&iTAiv saw him thios advance, 

In her Guardian-AngePs form ; 
But he lowerM on hostile Fraitce^ 

Like the Demon of the Storm. 

On the whirlwind of the war 

High he rode in vengeance dire ; 
To his friends a leading star, . 

To his foes consuming fire. • 

Then the mighty pour'd their breath, 

Slau^ter feasted on the brave ; 
'Twas the Carnival of Death ! 

^Twas the Vintage of the Grave ! 



S, ^i. 



I'^S tiilil HAtt'ttE 

Charged with ABnekoxtfttJi^t doolir, 
Lightning wingM a emtii ball t 

'Tiras the Herald of tt^ Tdmb, 
And the Hbso felt tiie oall. 

Felt— and raised hii arm on Ik^ | 
Victory well the signal kA«W| 

Darted from his awfiil eye, 
And the force Of FWLAvem o*eHiitt#. 

Bvt the hoiTors of thftt figfat^ 
Were the weeping MtniM to tiftll ; 

O 'twould cleare the womb of ttigbf. 
And awake the dead thut f^ I 

OashM with honovrfabte Mstdf^ 
Low in Gloiy^s lap they lie ; 

Though they fell, th«y ^11 Vkii stlfi^ 
Streaming splendour through the Af. 

Yet shall Memory moiirtt that day, 
When with etpeotation pale 

Of her soldier far away, 
The poor widow hears th6 tale. 

In imagination wild^ 

She shall wander ti*tt this plalft 
Rave,— and bid her orphan child 

Seek his are among the slfthi* 



ai<>ri !<■ 
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Gentlj, from the western deep, 

O ye evening breezes, rise ! 
O^er the lyre of Mxji vojr sweep, 

Wake its spirit with your sighs. 

Harp of MsMvoir ! sweetly strung 

To the music of the spheres ; . 
While the Huio'g dirge is sung, 

Breathe enchantment to our ears. 

Let thy numbers soft and slow 

O^er the plain with carnage spread, 
Sooth the dying, while they, flow 

To the memory of the dead. 

None but solemn, 'tender tones, 

Tremble from thy i^ajntive wires : 
Hark ! the wounded Wab^riob. groans ! 

Hush thy warbling ! — he expires. 

Hush ! — while Sorrow wakes and weeps ; 

O^er his relics cold and pale,, 
I7]ght her silent vigil keeps, 

In a mournful, moonlight veil. 

Harp of MxMSov ! from afar, 

Ere the lark salute the sky. 
Watch the rising of the star 

That proclaims the morning nigh. 
15* 
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Soon the BanU uctHnXs^ t&jrt, 

In a flood of haDowM fire. 
O'er thy kindlini; eboldA shall fakte, 

And thy magio sonl impire. 

Then thy tones IritiMphant podr, 
Let them pierce fte Hsro^ gravi ) 

Life's tumultaoQs battle o'er, 
O how sweetly eleep the br«f<e ! 

i>om the dust their lavreb bloofli^ 
High they shoot, attd flonrish itet ; 

Olory's temple is the tottb ! 
Death it iamortality! 



THE PILLOW. 



THE head that oft lUs Piuaw pc«MM, 
That acfamg head, is geae to mt ; 
Iti little pleaMires tow no MOTOf 
And an its migbtf sovrowa oW, 
For eyer, in the wom^s daik bed. 
For eyer sleeps that hwttbfe head S 

Mt FBixjm was yont^ the woiid WM nm ; 

The world Was false, mt wBimxm was true i 

Lowlj his lot, his birth obsewe, 

His fortone hard, mt vaiBa«» was poor ; 

To wisdom he had no pretence, 

A child of soffering, not o( sense ; 

For Nayvkb :iiei«r did npart 

A weaken er a wanner heart. 

&is ferrent son], a aenl of Ikune, 

Consmiied its lirail teneatrial frame ; 

That fire from Heaven to fiercely bomVI, 

That whence it came it soon retnmM : 

And yet, O Piiaow ! jet to me. 

My gentie Ttamn tardives in thee ; 

Jm thee, the partner of his bed, 

Uk thee, the widow of the dead ! 
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On HxLicov^B iiif|Hriiig brink, 
Ere yet mt frikvd had leaniM to think, 
Once aa he passM the carelefls day 
Among the whispering reeds at play, 
The Mugs OF Sorrow wandered by ; 
Her pensive beauty fix'd his eye ; 
With sweet astonishment he smiled ; , 
The Gipsey saw — she stole the child ; 
And soft on her ambrosial lH«ast 
Sang the delighted babe to rest ; 
ConveyM him to her inmost grove, 
And loved him with a Mother^s love. 
Awaking from his rosy nap, 
And gi^ly sporting on her lap, 
His wanton fingers o'er her lyre- 
Twinkled like electric fire : 
Quick and quicker as they fiew. 
Sweet and sweeter tones they drew ; 
Now a bolder hand he flings. 
And dives among the deepest strings ; 
Then forth the music brake like thunder; 
Back he started, wild with wonder ! 
The Mugs OF Sorrow wept for joy. 
And claspM and kissM her chosen boy* 

Ah I then no more his smiling hours 
Were spent in Childhood's £den-bowef8 ; 
The fall from Infant4nnocenoe, 
"''he fall to knowledge drii^es us thence : 



.^f£:^ii,jkJi 



TUB PIttOW. 177 

O Knowledge ! wortldesB Ikt the prioe^ 
Bought with the lorn of PAJUDns ! 
Afl happy ignotaiiee deeUtted, 
And reason rose upon his nnnd^ 
Romantic hopes and fond desires 
(Sparks of the soid^s itnmortal fires !) 
^jndled within Mi bfeast the rage 
To breathe through eveiy totore age, 
To clasp the iittin|; thade of fisaie, 
To bnHd an eterlasting nam«, 
Overleap the narrow tnlgir span, 
And liTe bejrond tte life of man ! 

^ Then VmnMH ofaarms his htttt poss^n^. 
And Kitimk^s gloiy ffllM his breast : 
The sweet Spring^moniing*s Infant rayt) 
Meridian Snmmer^s yottlfafiii blalMi 
Matorer Aatnmn% eveiring mSd, 
And hoaiy Whaler's midnight wild. 
Awoke his e^fe, hnif/tftA his tetogne ; 
For eveij scene he lored, he song. 
Rnde weK his Mli|^ voA simple irath> 
Tin Boyhood bkMttmM teto ITMlb $ 
Then nobler thtttm his ftttoy fired, 
To bolder flights his tool atpiied \ 
And as the neWHDMon*s op«aiinf ey« 
Broadens and fadghtens throngh ttie sky, 
From the dim streak of weften light 
To Hie fnH orb that ndis the night ; 
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Thus, gatberiAg latin in ha nee, 

And thining through nnboondied ipace, 

From earth to Heayen his GBvnrs soared, 

Time and etemit j ez|doffed, 

And hailed, wherever its footitepa trod. 

In NATvnx^B temple, Natvex's Gon : 

Or pierced the faiiman breMt to scan 

The hidden majestj of Man ; 

Blanks hidden weakness too descried. 

His glorj, grandenr, meanness, pride \ 

Porsaed along their erring conrse, 

The streams of passion to their source ; 

Or in the mind^s creation sought 

New stars of fanoy, worlds of thouf^t I 

-— ^Yet still through all his strains would flow 

A tone of uncomplaining woe. 

Kind as the tear in Pity^s eye. 

Soft as the slumbering Infant's sigh. 

So sweetly, exquisitely wild. 

It spake the Mvsx ox Sonnow't ehfld. 

O Pillow ! then, when U^ withdrew, 
To thee the ibnd enthusiast flew ; 
On thee, in pensive mood reclined. 
He pour'd his contemplatiye mind. 
Till o'er his eyes, with mildcontroul. 
Sleep like a soft enohantment stole. 
Charmed into life his airy schemes, 
And realised his waking dreams. 
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Soon from those waking dreans he woke. 
The fairy speU of fancy Iwoke ; 
In Tain he breathed a s6td of fire 
Through every chord |that Strang his lyie. 
No friendly echo cheerM liis tongue, 
Amidst the wilderness he snng ; 
Louder and bolder bards were crownM, 
Whose dissonance his music drownM : 
The public ear, the public Toice, 
Despised his song, denied his choice, 
Denied a name^^^a life in death, • 

Denied — a bubble and a breath. 

Stript of his fondest, dearest claim. 
And disinherited of fame. 
To thee, O Pillow ! thee alone, 
He made his silent anguish known ; 
His haughty spirit scomM the blow 
That laid his high ambition low ; 
But ah ! bib looks assumed in vain 
A cold ineffable disdidn. 
While deep he cherished in his breast 
Hie scorpion that eonsumed his rest. 

Yet other secret griefs had he, 
O PIllow ! only told to thee : 
Say, did not hopeless lore intnde 
On his poor bosom^s solitude ? 
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Perliapi m^jmtih^i 
In dreaow the ctiifl f4m wi« )qnd. 
That mofe intenstly he aqgbt kiMiw 
The bittMMw of waking iroe* 



Whatever thoie fMMSi irttai ne M«c«ay4, 
To thee in midnight graaaa neveaPd % 
They itong nmembiainee to detpwr t 
(^ A woooded Spirit who can bear V^ 
Meanwhile Diieaie, with dow deei^9 
Mouldered his feeUe fimme awaj t 
And aa hii evening nn declined^ 
The shadows deepen'^d o*er his mind. 
What donbta and tomm then po n epM 
The dark dominion of hit fareapt ! 
How did deliiioqe fioioy dwell 
On Madness, Soioido and Hell S 
There was on earth no Pow«R t» anvo & . 

^Bat, as he shndder'd o'er t^ grave, 

He saw from realmi of fight deseend 
The friend of him who has fto Memd^ 
Rkugios !•— — Hier alnigliilkjr Iwea^ 
Rebuked the winds and wavee of devtfi ; 
8he bade the storm of frensj cease, ' 
And smiled a calm, and wUsper'4 peace ; 
Amidst that calm of sweet repose. 
To Hbatsit his gentie spirit fose. 



VERSES 
TO TU xnnBT to, TUB um frnm miowmk, 

ona or ihs pxovjls cjjkuo ^joakemb^ 

Who had suffered a long Confinement in the CattU 
of Yorky and Lots of all his worldly Property ^^ 
for Conscience Sake. 



^^ SPIRIT, leave thine houte of cky ; 
LiDgering Dust, remgst tbj bieath i 
Spirit, cast thy efaaiat away ; 
Dust, be thoa dissolved in dealh V^ 

Thus thy Gvaboiah As«bl spoke^ 
As he watchM thy dyia^; bed ; 
As the bonds of life he broke, 
And the ransonfd captive fled. 

'^ Prisoner, long detnn'd below ; 
Prisoner, now with fire«do« blest ; 
Welcome, from a world of woe, 
Welcome to a land of rest r> 
VOL, !• 16 
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Thus til J OvAKDULS AvGXL saojp, 
As he bore thy aoul on high ; 
Whfle with Hallelujahe rang 
All the region of the sky. 

— Te that nKxam a FAVHXit^g loss, 
Ye that weep a Fboutd no more ! 
Call to mind the Chrutias cross, 
Which jonr Frikvd, jour Fatker bore. 

». 
(rrief and penury and pain 
Still attended on bis way, 
And Oppression's scourge and ol^n, 
More unmerciful than they. 

Tet while traveUing in distress, 
('Twas the eldest curse of sin,) 
Through the world's waste wildenieis, 
fie had paradise within. 

And along that yale of tears, 

Which his humble footsteps trod, 

Still a shining path appears, 

Where the Mou&vxr waUc'd with GOD. 

Till his Master, from aboTe, 
When the promised hour was come, 
Sent the chariot of his love 
To conrey the Waitdsrer home. 
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Saw ye not the wheels of fire, 
And the steeds that deft the wind ? 
Saw ye not his soul aspire, 
When his mantle droppM behind ? 

Ye who caught it as it feU, 
Bitad that mantle ronnd yonr breast ; 
So in yon his meekness 'dwell, 
So on yon his spirit rest ! 

Yet, rejoicing in his lot. 
Still shall Memory love to weep 
O'er the venerable. spot 
Where his dear cold relics sleep. 

Grave ! the guardian of his dust, 
Graye I the treasury of the skies, 
Every atom of thy trust 
Rests in hope again to rise. 



Hark ! the judgmentptrompet < 
^^ Soul, rebuild thine house of jday ; 
Imm OKTAUTT thy walls, 
And firuuriTT thy day P' 



THE THUNDER-STORM. 



O FOR eyening^s browneet shade ! 

Where the breezei plaj by atealtb 
In the forest-cinctuvod glade. 

Round the hermitage of Hbai*th : 
While the noon-brigbt moontainB blaM 
in the sun's tormenting rajs. 

O'er the sick and raltiy plains^ 
Through the dim delirious air, 

Agonizing silence reigns, 
And the wanness of despair : 

Natokm faints with Ifbr? ent heat. 

Ah ! her pulse hi|th ceased to beat! 

JSow in deep and dreadfUl glooQi, 
Clouds on clouds portentous spread, 

Black as if the daj of doom 
Hung o'er Natvrb^s shrinking head : 

I<o ! the lightning breaks from high, 

— Qod i§ coming f'^Qod is nigh ! 



THK THUNDER-STORM. !•* 

Hear ye not his chariot irheeU, 

As the mighty thunder rolls ? 
Naturk, startled Naturb reels, 

From the centre to the poles } 
Tremble !— Ocean, Earth, and Sky ! 
Tremble !— €k)d is passing by ! 

Parkness, wild with horror, forms 

His mysterious hiding-place : 
Should He, from his ark of storms, 

Rend the^veil, and show his face, 
At the judgment of his eye, 
All the universe would die. 



Brighter, broader lightnings flash, 
Hail and rain tempestuous fall ; 

Louder, deeper thunders crash. 
Desolation threatens all : 

Struggling Nature gasps for breath, 

In the agony of death. 



»i 



God of VBWGEAircB, from above 
While thine awful bolts are hurlM, 

O remember thou art Lovk ! 
Spare ! O spare a guilty world ! 

Stay Thy flaming wrath awhile, 

See Thy bow of promise snule ! 



IW 



Tax TBOmtfR-STOIIlf, 



Welcome, in the easttni olood, 

Meisenger of Meroj rtai ! 
Now, ye winds ! pi^daim abvd, 

^^ Peace on Eart^ to K«i goo4 win l^ 
Natvrx ! 6op)| rep^ijtiBif Child, 
See thjr Parent reconcSed I 

Hark ! the nightingale, afer, 
Sweetlj sings the ran to re«^ 

And awakes the eveniog star 
In the ros j-tinted wwt ; 

While the moon^s enchanting em 

Opens Paradise on high I 

Cool and tranquil is the night, 
Natfrk'b sore afflictions cease, 

For the storm, that spent its might, 
Was a covenant of peace : 

VsvoxAvcx drops her harmTess rod ; 

MXACT is the POWER OP GOD • 
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ODE 

TO THS VOLVVTSflUW OV BlUTAIVy 01^ t«9 



O FOR the death of those 

Who for their country die ; 
Sink on her bosom to raposei 

And triumph wh«rt they lie ! 

How beanttful in death 

The Wa&rio&*8 corse appevw, 
EmbalmM by fend AwwMcnonH bfealh, 

And bathed in WojuAtf^f team ! 

Their loveliest natiye earth 

Enshrines the fallen brajre ; 
In the dear land Umt ga^e thMi biitb 

They find their tranquil grave. 

: Bnt the wild waves sbaH avtep 

BRiTAiririA^s foea away. 
And the blae monsters of the deep 

Be surfeited with prey !«•« 

No^' — ^they have 'scaped the wanes, 
'Seaped the sea-monsters* maws ; 

They come ! bot O ahall 6ax.ijc Sultm 
'Give Englibh Fkbwisv laws ? 
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By ALntSD^t Spirit^ No ! 

— ^Ring, ring the loud alamu ; 
Te drums awake, ye clarions blow, 

Te heralds, shont '^ To i 



To arms our Heroes fij : 

And, leading on th^eir lines, 
The British Bakitxr in the sky ; 

The star of oonqiiest shines. 

The lowering battle forms 

Its terrible airaj ; 
Like clashing cloads in monntainostorms^ 

That thunder on their way.' 

The rushing armies meet ; 

And while they pour their breath. 
The strong earth shudders at their feet,, 

The day grows dim with death. 

G hosts of the mighty dead ! 
Your children's hearts inspire : 
And while they .on your ashes tread, 
Rekindle all your fire. 

The dead to life return ; 
" Our Father's spirits rise ! 
My brethren ! in tour breasts they bum, 
They sparkle in tour eyes. 



Xf ow launch upon the foe 

The lightning of your rage I 
Strike, strike the essailing giants low. 

The T1TAV8 of the age. 

Thejr yield, — they break,-^they fly ; 

The victoiy is won ; 
Porsue ! ^they faint,-^they talV^^^hey ih ;' 

O itay ! the woik ii dowe. 

Spirit ov Vshgsaviub I reit s 
Sweet Mb&ct crieii ^^ Forbear V* 

She olaipit the TnnqiiuhM to her breaat i. 
Thou wilt not pierae thott theie ? 

—-Thus yanish Britaiv*8 /bee 

From her consunung eye » 
But rich be the reward 0^ thofe 

Who conquer, . th p ae who di^i 

Overshadowing lauiels deck 

The Irring Heroes bfnowi ; 
But loTelier wreaths entwine his oeok^ 

— ^His children and his spouse I 

Exulting o^er his lot, 

The dangers he has brayed ; \ 
He clasps the dear ones, hails the cdfli, 

Which his own veloiir saved* 



i^ ODS. 

DAueMTXES or Aluov ! weep ; 

On this friomphant playi, 
Tour fathers, hnsbancls, brethren sleep, 

For yon and freedom slain. 

O ! gently close the eje 

That loved to look on jou ; 
O seal the fip whose earliest sigh. 

Whose latest breath was trae : 

With knots of sweetest flowers 

Their windingnrfieet perfome ; 
And wash their wounds with trae-Iore showerii 

And dress them for the tomb. 

For beantifiil in death 

The Wabuo&^s corse appears, 
EmbalmM by fond Affxctioh^s breath, 

And bathed- in Womah^s tears. 



e the death of those ^ 

Who for their coontry die ; "i 

And O be mine like their repose, ■> 

When cold and low they lie ! ^i 

Their loveliest mother Earth ^e 

Enshrines the fallen brave, % 

In her sweet lap who gave them birth ^ i 

^ey find their tranqnil grave« *«; 



THE VIGIL OF ST. MARK. 



RETURNING from their evening walk. 

On jonder ancient stile, 
In sweet, romantic, tender talk, 

Two lovers paused awhile : 

Edmvitd, the monarch of the dale, 
AH conscious of his powers ; 

Ella, the lilj of the vale. 
The rose of Avbvrv^s bowers ! 

In airj Lovk's delightful bands 

He held her heart in vain ; 
The Njrmph denied her willing hands 

To Htmen^s awful chain. 

« Ah ! why," said he, " our bliss delay I 
*^ Mine EixA I why so cold ? 

" Those who but love from day to day, 
" From day to day grow old. 

^^ The bounding arrow cleaves the sky, 
^ Nor leaves a trace behind ; 

^ And single lives like arrows fly, 
" '-They vanish thro* the wind. 
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^' In wedlock^s tweet endearing lot 

'* Let 118 improTe the scene, 
^ That some may be, when we are not, 

^' To tell— that we hire bteen.'' 

<^ 'TIS now,*^ replied the village BeUe, 
** Saint Mark's mysterious eve ; 

^ And aU that old traditions tell 
^^ I tremblingly believe : — 

*^ How, when tiie nadn^iht signal toHs^ 
^^ Along the chnrch-yard green, 

** A mournful train of aentenced toah 
^^ In windingHsheets are seen ! ^ 

*^ The i^iofts of an whom Dsatr shall doott 

^^ Within the cofflio^ year, 
c* In pale procession walk the gloom, 

'^ Amid the silence drear ! 

*^ If EnMirirD, bold in conseions mighty 

** By love severely tried, 
*' Can brave the terrors of to-night, 

«' Ella wiU be his bride." 

She spake, — and, like the nimble fkwn, 
From SDifvirD^ presence fled : 

He sought, a<»oss the rural lawn, 
The dwelliDg of th^ dead ! 



i 
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That silent, i 

The moiddering fMlm of peMe, 
Where huMMOi pomk i m we foifit S 

VThere human foDiet oetee I 



ThegliainifiAOC 

Pursued her tranqifl wty^ 
And shed «'er ftlltha elMpfad eoeiie 

A soft ttooturmJ day. 



With sweOiag heait «Ad «igir foe* 
TouDg EnxvHB gnpM thftchurab^ 

And chose his selMeiy eeat 
Within the dreaMd poraii. 



Thiokf 

Their dragon wingi displayed i 
Eclipsed the sknr MtiriBg mora. 

And quenched the stan in sluMWr 

Amid the deep ahym of ^omi 

No ray of beauty 
^Te, glistenag o>e« 

The glow-wormU fatetra mid. 



The yiHageiM»h«dfl|PB hay'd i 
Tlie long grass whistled dfear, 

The steeple trembled to the gramd^ 
JSn'n EDMuirn qaahad witti finck 
VOL. I. 17 
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AU on a sadden ^M:tlk« Wtatt 

Dumb horror chillM.the air» 
While Natvrx je«m!d to pause aghati^ 

In ottermost despair, 

— TwelTo timae^lM nadiiiglitkenldtoUii, 

As oft did Edxuap start ; 
For e¥efy stroke fell d^ and cold 

Upon his fainting heart. . 

Then glariog. through the ghailiy gloom, 
Along the.oharch<9y«id green. 

The destined Tiotims of the ton^ 
In winding sheets, were seen. 

In that.stcange moneBt Edmuvii stood. 

Sick with severe surprise $ 
While creeping horror, drank Jiis<h]eod, 

And fa.'*d his ffiaty ejes. 

He saw the secrets of the grave i 
He saw the face of.D£ATH ! 

No pitying power appeared to eave— * 
He gaspM awaj^his biealh ! 

Yet still the soene bis soul begoSed, 

And every spectre cast 
A look, i^iutteiably wild. 

On £dxvvd as they pMiM.. 
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All on the ground entranced he lay ; 

At length the Tision broke ! 
-—When', lo !— a kits as cold af elay, 

The slumbering jootb awoke. 

That moment tbfongfa a rifted olovd, 

The darting moon display'd, 
Robed in a melancholy shrood, 

The image of a maid. 

Her dusky reil aside she tfareir. 

And shewMa face most finr': 
'* —My Love ! my Ella !" Eatimm flew, 

And claspM4he yieldliig air I 

'' Ha ! who art thov ^ His cheek grew pide : 

A well-known voice re^Kcd, 
<^ Ella, the Hly of the vale ! 

u Ella— thy destintdbrldo !»' 

To win his neck, her'alry arms 

The pallid phantom spread ; 
Recoiling firom her blasted charmi, 

The affirighted lorer ted. 

To shim the viiionary maid 

His speed outstript the wind ; 
But, — ^thongh nnseen to mote,-^4he s^ade 

"Was evermore behind ! 
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Yet leem taspended iliU ; 
Nor pawe, nor ikfittk, nor tarn ande, 
But mite, lubdna, and kill. 



O^er many a waMtein, niDar<| and fiJa, 

On that tremendoiit nigiiC; 
The ghoat orEt.u^ wild and |iila« 

Panaed liar lovei^t lligiit. 

>Bt ^an <ha dmwirliagiii to gjaaa, 

Ere jet the momiag ihena, 
She TaiiUM MlM n ni^hftnaM*dMaiit 

And EDXVvn stood alania* 

Three d^j% bat^Uii'i and finkin^ 
He fovght hia hoQia in vain 9 

At length he hailM the hoaijr thaim 
That crownM Ma mHiyt plain. 

'Twaa evening :— aft the nir wai iMte* 
The heavenii aerepaljr i4««r % 

When the aoft unmiq of a ] 
Came penaire o*er hia i 



Then sank hb heart ;-^ Strang* 
Made aU his blood ran ooid t 

He flew^>«-a fonecal mat his eyas I 
He panaed^— a death-bell MP4* 
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«' ^Tifl the ! ^tif she P^— He bant away t 

And bending o'er the spot 
Where all that once was Eujk lay, 

He aU beside forgot ! . 

A maniac now^ in dnmb despair^ 

With love*bewilder'd mein. 
He wanders, weeps, and watches thtvo. 

Among the. hillocks gieen. ^ 

And every Eve of pale St. Mask, 

As village hinds relate. 
He walks with £iii.A in the dark, 

And reads the rolls of Fate ! 



17* 



HAfTNAM. 



AT fond sixteen w^ raiiiff ktut 
Was pierced by Lovv^ deUglitliil 4ut< 

I never felt so tweet a pek S 

Where droling Weed* evbowei^a the |M«9 
I met the dear romantic ohM : 
I stole her band,w4t ahranky-^tel ne ! 
I would not iet my ci^itire fo* 

With an the fervency of yonfh, 
While passion told the tale of troth, 
I maikM my Havvah'! downcast eye, 
'Twas kind, bnt beantiliiliy shy. 



Not with a wanner, ponr ray, 
The son, enamonr'd, wooes yonng May ; 
Nor May, wHli softer maiden grace, 
Toms from the Son her blushing face. 

But, swifter than the fngfated dove, 
Fled the gay morning of my love ; 
Ah ! that so bright a mom, so seen 
Should vanish in ao tek a neon I 



A 



JMWMU >M 



TIm ngd of tfliotkm loit. 
And in hu gnuq) » tkovMid woat « 
Be ponrM his tifd on «ij hood. 
And oil tho booi«n of raptoio Hod* 

Yet, in tho gloiy of sj pride, 
I stood,— ond oB hie wmtb defied ; 
I stood,-4hoiigh wiwrlinnde^hoek nqr 
And fightningi oleft sgr eonl in twren. 



I shnnn'd ay iifvph »r*end knew not iriif 
I dimt not meet hw gentie efo : 
I shunnM heiwfor 1 ooold not beet 
To many her to JV dflipMr* 

Tet, sick at lioMt with hope delayed, 
Oft the dear intofo of that joaid 
Glancod, like the minbow, o^er ay «ind| 
And promised happi ne n behind« 



The itoim blew o*er, and in n^ I 
Tbe hakyon Peace rebuilt her nest ; 
The storm blew o^er, and clear and aild 
The sea of youth and pleasure smiled. 

'Twai on the meny mom of May, 
To Hahvah^s cot I took my wi^ : 
My eager hopes were on the wing. 
Like swallows sportiiig in the ipong. 



1 
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Then as I climb'd the moantaiiii o'er, 
I lived mj wooing days once more : 
And fancy sketchM mj married lot, 
Mj wife, mj chfldren, and mj col ! 

I saw the Tfllage steeple rise,-» 
Mj son! sprang, spaiUnig, in mj eyes ; * 
The mral bells rang sweet and clear,-^ 
My fond heart listenM in mine ear. 

I reachM the hamlet : — all was gaj ; 
I lore a rustic holiday ! ^^ 

I met a wedding, — stepped aside ; 
It passM ;— my Havvam was the bride ! 

——There is a grief that cannot feel ! 
It leares a wound that will not heal ; • 
——My heart grew cold,— it felt not theB^ 
When shall it cease to feel mm ? 



A FIELD FLOWER. 

OS wmvxu 09P n wl& bloom, ov ««M8irauf 



THERE II a flowtr, a IHtle Itewtr, 
With silver creil and golden eje, 
That welcomes overy changnq^ hoor, 
And weathers every skj. 

The prouder beaaties of the Md 
In gay hot quidL raooeflsion ddiie^ 
Race after race their honom yield, 
They flooiish and decfiaa. 

Bat this small flower, la Nainre dear. 
While moons and stan their coones ran, 
Wreathes the whole cirefe of the year, 
Compamon of the son. 

It snaOes npon the lap of May, 
To anltry Angast spreads its oharmK; 
Lights pale October on hit way. 
And twines December's arms. 
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The pnrple heath and golden broom, , 
On moory mountains catch the gale, 
O^er lawns the lily sheds perfume, 
The violet in the vale* 

Bat this bold flowret climbs the hill, 
Hides in the forest, haunts -the glen, 
Plays on the margin of the riU, - 
Pcieps round the foz^s den. 

Within the garden^s cultured round 
It shares the sweet carnation's bed 
And blooms on consecrated ground 
In honour of the dead. 

The lambkin crops its crimson gem, . . 
The wfld-bee murmurs on its breast. 
The blue-fly bends its pensile stem, . . 
Light o^er the sky-lark's nest* 

*Tis Flora's page : ^in every pkce. 

In every season fresh and fair, 
It opens with perennial grace, 
And blossoms every where. 

On waste and woodland, rock and plain^ 
Its humble buds unheeded rise ; 
The Rose has but a summer-reigiif 
The DAIST never dies. 



THE SNOW-DROP. 



WINTER, retire I 
Thj reigu if past ; 
Hoaiy Sire i ' 

Yield the sceptre of thy sway, 
Sound ihj trumpet in the blast, 
And can th j stonns awaj ; 
Winter, retire ! 

Wherefore do thy wheeU delay f 
lifount the chariot of thine ire, 
And qnit the reaUas of day ; 
On thy state 
Whirlwinds wait ; 

And blood-shot.meteors lend thee light ; 
Hence to dreary arctic regions 
Summon thy terrific legions ; 
Hence to caves of northern night 
Speed thy flight 

From halcyon seas 
And purer skies, 
O southern breeze I 
Awaike, arise : 
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Bf«ftth pi iMaTeii ; benigiil j Uow, 
Melt tbe oiow ; 

Bfeath of beaTen ! Qnofaiin the floods. 
Warm the woods, 

I make the moontaiiii floir. 



Aiupickms to the Mni^ fnjtr^ 
Tbe fret hening gale 
Fjnbalmt the vale, 

fLnd breathef enchantment through the exr ; 
On hi wing 
floati the Spring, 

With glowing eje, and golden hair : 
Dark before her Angel-form 
9he drirei the Demon of the itentt^ 
Uke gladnem channg Care. 

Winter^s gloomy nii^t withdrawOf 
ho I the young romantic Houia 
Search Ihe bill, the dale, the lawn, 
To behold the SNOW»DROr white 
Start to light, 

And ihine in TtMBJiH desart bewerii 
Beneath the rernal dawn, 
The Mommg Star of Floweit ! 

O welcome to our lale, 
Xtion Memenger of Feeoe ! 
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^t whose bewkcbing uoSie 

The embattled tempests cease : 

Emblem of innocenoe and Truth! 

First-born of Nature's woi^b, 

When strong in renovated youth, 

She bursts from Winter's tomb ; 

Thy parent'a eye hath shed 

A precious dew-drop on thine head. 

Frail as a mother^s tear 

Upon her infantas face, 

When ardent hope to tender fear, 

And anxioiis love, gif es .place. 

But lo ! the dew-drep iits away. 

The sun salutes thee wit^ a ray 

Warm as a mother^s kiss 

Upon her infant's cheek, 

When the heart bounds with bliss, 

And joy that cannot speak ! 

When I meet thee by the way, 

Like a pretty, sportive child, 
On the winter>wasted wild, 
With thy darling breeze at play, 
Openin|^o the radiant sky 
All the sweetness of thme eye; 
— Or bright with son beams, fresh with tboweu, 
O thou Fairy-Queen of flowers ! 
Watch thee o'er the plain aidvance 
At the head of Fia>iM'» ^u^oe ; • 
YOU !• 18 
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Simple SNOW-DROP ! then in fhe^ 

AI) thy siflter-train I see : 

Ererj brilliant boA thatlilows^ 

From the blue-bell to the rose : 

All the beauties that appear 

On the bosom of t^e Year, 

All that wreathe the leeks of Sprin|; , 

Summer's ardent breath perfume, 

Or on the lap of Autumn Uoom, 

— All to thee their tribute bring. 

Exhale their incense «t tfajr sfarine, 

— ^Their hues, their odours, all are thine ! 

For while thj humble form I view. 

The Muse^s keen prophetic sjg^ 

Brings fair futurity to light. 

And fancy's magic makes the vision tme. 

— ^There is a Winter in ray fiool, 
The winter of despair ; 
O when shall Spring its rage oontroul ? 
When shaU the SNOW-DROP blossom there f 
Cold gleams of comfort sometimes dart 
A dawn of glory on my heart, 
But quickly pass away : 
Thus Nortfaem-lights the gloom adom^ 
And give the promise of a morn 
That never turns to day ! 
— *But hark ! methinks I hear 
A small still whisper in mine ear ; 
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" Rash youth, repent ! 

" Afflictions, from afcove, 

" Are angels sent 

^^ On embassies of love. 

" A fiery legion at thy birth, 

" Of chastening woes were given, 

" To pluck the flowers of hope from earth, 

^^ And plant them high 

" 0*er yonder sky, 

" Transform^ to stars, — and fixM in heaven." 



THE OCEAN. 



WRITTEV AT 8CARB0R0VGH, IN TRX BITMIUUI OE 

1805. 

ALL bail to the rains*, the rocks and the shores \ 

Thoa wide-rolling OcKAir, all hail ! 

Now brilliant with sunbeams, and dimpled with can, 

Now dark with the fresh-blowing gale, 

While soft o'er thy bosom the cloud-shadows safl, 

And the silver-winged sea fowl on high. 

Like meteors bespangle the sky, 

Or dive in the gulf, or triumphantly ride. 

Like foam on the surges, the swans of the tide. 

From the tumult and smoke of the city set frec^ 
With eager and awful delight, . 
From the crest of the mountai|i I gaze upon thee ; 
I gaze, — and am changed at the sight : 
For mine eye is illumined, my Genius takes ffigfat,' 
My soul, like the sun, with a glance 
Embraces the boundless expanse, 
And moves on thy waters wherever they roll,^ 
From the day-darting zone, to the night-shadowM pole.^ 

* Scwborough Castle. 
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Mj Sjpmit dttoends where the dajr-spring ii ]borOv 
Where the hillows are mhiea on fiie^ 
And' the hreezes that rodi the light cradle of msm 
Are sweet as the Phcenix^B pjre : 
O regions of beantj, of lore, and desire I 
O gardens of Eden! in vain 
Placed far on the fathomless main, 
Where Nature with Innocence dwelt in her youth, 
When pure was her heart, and unbroken her troth. 

But now the fair rirers of Paradise wind 
Through countries and-kingdoma overthrown ; 
Where the giant of Tyranny crushes mankind. 
Where he reigns,^^-and will soon reign alone ; 
For wide and more wide, o^er the sun-beaming «one. 
He stretches his hundred-fold arms, 
Despoiling, destroying its charms ; 
Beneath his broad footstep the Ganges is dry. 
And the mountains secoil from the flash of his eye. 

Thus the pestilent Upas, ihe Demon of trees. 
Its boughs o^er the wilderness spreads. 
And with livid contagion polluting the breexe, 
Its mildewing mfluence sheds ; 
The birds on the wiug, and the flowers in their bede, 
Are slain by its venomous breath, 
That darkens the noon-day with death. 
And pale ghosts of traTellers wander around, 
'While their moulderiug skeletons whiten the ground. 

18* 
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Ah ! why bath Jbhotah, in fotming the woiid. 
With the waters divided the land, 
His ramparts of rocks ronnd the continent fauriM, 
And cradled the Deep in his hand,-* 
If man may transgress his eternal command, 
And leap o^er the bounds of his birth 
To ravage the uttermost earth, 
And violate nations and realms that should be 
Distinct as the billows, jet one as the sea! 

There are, gloomy Oceav ! a brotherless dan. 
Who traverse thy banishing waves. 
The poor disinherited outcasts c^f man, 
Whom Avarice coins into slaves I 
From the homes of their kindred,tbeir forefathers* graves, 
Love, friendship, and coi^ugal bliss, 
They are dragged on the hoary abyss ; 
The shark hears their slurieks, and, aacending to day, 
Defloands of the spoiler his share of the prey. 

Then joy to the tempest that whelms them beneath, 
And makes their destruction its sport! 
But woe to the winds that propitiously breathe. 
And wafts them in safety to port ! 
Where the vultures and vampires ^f Mammon resort; 
Where Europe exultingly drains 
The hfe-blood from Africans veins ; 
Where man rules o^er man with a merciless rod, 
And spurns at his footstool the image of God I 



The hour is approaehii^-^ terrible boar I 
And Vengeance is bending ber bow ; 
Ab-eady tbe clouds of the hnrricane lour. 
And the rock-rending wbirlwinds blow : 
Back rolls the huge Ocxav, Hell opens below { 
The floods return headlong^'^they sweep 
The slave-cultnred land to the deep ; 
In a moment entombed in the horrible void, 
6j their Maker Himself in his anger destroy VI, 

Shall this be the fate of the cane*p]anted isles. 
More lovely than clouds^in the west, 
When the sun o^er tbe ocean descending in smiles 
Sinks softly and sweetly to rest ? 
—No I — Father of Mercy ! befriend the opprest ; 
At the Toice of thy gospel of peace, 
May the sorrows of Africa cease ; 
And tbe slave and his master devoutly unite 
To walk in thy freedom, and dwell in tliy light !* ' 

As homeward my weary-winged Fancy extends 
Her star-lighted course through the skies, 
High over the mighty Atlantic ascends. 
And turns upon Europe her eyes : 
Ah me ! what new prospects, new horrors arise ! 
I see the war-tempested flood 
All foamitig and panting with blood ; 

* Allading to the glorious tuccess of the Morariao Missionarittf 
the Negroes in the West-Indiei. 
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The panio^traek Ocm4v in a^on j voan, 
Eebounds from the battle, aa4 flies to his eboree. 

For Brit AjrviA ii wieldiog the trident to-dajr^ 
ConsumiBg her foea in her ire. 
And hurling her tfavnder with absokrte twaj 
From her waTe-mling charioti of fire : 
— She triomphs ;-«the winds and the watecs conspiie 
To spread her invincible name ; 
-^The universe rin§;8 with her fame ; 
— ^But the eries of the fatherless mix with her praise. 
And the tears of the widow are shed on her bays 1 

O Britam, dear Britain ! the knd of my birth ; 
O Isle, most enchantingly fair I 
Thou Pearl of the Ocean! Thou Gem of the Earth ! 
O my Mother ! my Mother I beware ; 
For wealth is a phantom, and empire a snare : 
O let not thy birth-right be sold 
For reprobate glory and gold : 
Thy distant dominions like wild graftings shoot. 
They weigh down thy trunk, — ^they wiU tear np thy 
root : — 

The root of thine OAK, O my Country ! that stands 
Rock-planted, and flourishing free ; 
Its branches are stretchM o'er the uttermost lands, 
And its shadow eclipses the sea : 
The blood of our ancestors nourished the tree ; 
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From their tombs, from their ashes it sprung; 
Its boughs with their trophies are hung ; 
Their spirit dwells in it : — and hark ! for it spoke ; 
The voice of our fathers ascends from their Oak. 

"Y© Britons, who dwell where we conquerM of. 
old. 
Who inherit our battle-field graves; 
Though poor were jour fathers,-^gigantic and boldf 
We were not, we could not be, slaves ; 
But firm as our rocks, and as free as our waves, 
The spears of the Romans we broke, 
We never stoop'd under their joke ; 
In the shipwreck of nations we stood up alone, — 
The warM wai great CmoablH — ^but Britain our own. 

'* For ages and ages, with barbarous foes, 
The Saxon, Norwegian, and Gaul, 
We wrestled, were foilM, were cast down, but we rose 
With new vigour, new life from each fall ; 
By all we were eofifuer^d .•— WE CONQUER'D 

THEM ALL ! 
—The cruel, the cannibal mind. 
We softened, subdued, and refined ; 
Bears, wolves, and sea-monsters, thej rushed from 

their den ; 
We taught them, we tamM them, we turned them to 

men. 
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^^ LoTe led the wild hordes in hb iower-woTea bandi 
The tenderest, strongest of chains! 
Love married our hearts, he united our hands, 
And mingled the blood in otir veins ; 
One race we became :— on the mountains and plains, 
Where the wounds of our country were closed. 
The Ark of Religion reposed, 
The unquenchable Altar of Liberty blaied, 
Aq4 ^^ Temple of Justice in Mercj was rused. 

«« Ark, Altar, and Temple, we left with ow biettli 
To our children, ^ sacred bequest ! 
O guard them, O keep them, in life and in death; 
So the shades of your fathers sbafli rest. 
And your spirits with ours be in Paradise blent: 
—Let ambition, the sin of the brave, 
And Avarice the soul of a slave, 
No longer seduce your affections to roam 
Twm Liberty, Justice, Re]igioii| AT HOIIE V^ 



THE COMMON LOT. 



ONCE, in the flight of ages past. 
There fived a iiieii:^and WHO was HE ? 
—Mortal ! home^ thj let be cast, 
That Man resembled Thee. 

Unknown the region of his birth, 
The land in which he .died unknown : 
His name has perished from the earth, 
This truth survives alone : — 

That joy, and grief, and hope and JTear, 
Alternate triumphM in his breast ; 
His bliss and woe,— a smile, a tear! 

— ^Oblivion hides the rest. 

/ 

The bounding pulse, the iangind lunb. 
The changing spirits* rise and fall ; 
We know that these were felt bj him. 
For these are felt by all. 

He sufier'd, — but his pangs are o'er; 
Enjoyed,— but his delights are fled ; 
Had friends, — his friends are now no more ; 
And foe8,-»his foes are dead. 
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He loved,— 4>iit whom he loved, tiie grave 
Hath lost In kU unconscioiu womb : 
O she was fair I^-bat-noogfat co«ld save 
Her beauty from the tomb. 

He saw whatever thou hast seen; 
Encounter'd all that troubles thee : 
He was— whatever thou hast been; 
He is — what thou shalt be. 



The rolling seasons, day and night, 
Sun, moon, and stars, the earth and 
Erewhile his portion, life and light, 
To him exist in vain. 



The clouds and sunbeams, o^er his eye 
That once their.shades and gloiy threw, 
Have left in yonder silent sky 
No vestige where they flew. 

The annals of the human race. 
Their rains, since the world began, 
Of HIM afford no other trace 
Than this,— THEftE LIVED A MAN ! 



THE 



HARP OF SORROW. 



I GAVE my Harp to Sorrow^s hand, 
And she has ruled the chords so long, 

They will not speak at my command ; 
They warble only to her song. 

Of dear, departed hoars, 

Too fondly loTed to last. 
The dew, the breath, the bloom of flowers, 

Snapt in their freshness by the blast : 

Of long, long years of futare care, 
Till lingering Nature yields her breath. 

And endless ages of despair. 
Beyond the judgment-day of death : — 

The weeping Minstrel sings, 

And while her numbers flow. 
My spirit trembles with the strings. 

Responsive to the notes of woe. 
VOL* I. 19 
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Would gladness move a sprightiier strain. 
And wake this wild Haip's clearest tones^ 

The chords impatient t^ccMnplain, 
Are dumb, or only utter moans. 

And yet to soothe the mind 

With luxury of grief^ 
The soul to suffering all resigned 

In Sorrow^s music feels relief. 

Thus o'er the light iBolian lyre 
The winds of dark NoTember stray. 

Touch the quick nerve of every wire. 
And on its magic pulses play ; — 

Till all the air around. 

Mysterious murmurs fill, 
A strange bewildering dream of sound. 

Most heavenly sweet, — ^yet mournful still. 

O ! snatch the Harp from Sorrow^s hand, 
Hope ! who hast been a stranger long ; 

O ! strike it with sublime command, 
And be the Foetus life thy song. 

6f vanishM troubles sing, 

Of fears for ever fled, 
Of flowers that hear the voice of Spring, 

And burst and blossom from the dead ; — 
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Of home, contentment, health, repose, 
Serene delights, while yean increase ; 

And weary life's triumphant close 
In some calm sunset hour of peace ; — 

Of hiiss that reigns aboTe» 

Celestial May of Youth, 
Unchanging as Jehovah's Iotc, 

And everlasting as EBs truth :^- 

Sing, heavenly Hope !*-and dart thine hand 
O'er my frail Harp, untuned so long : 

That Harp shall breathe, at thy command, 
Immortal sweetness through thy song. 

Ah ! then this gloom controul, 

And at thy voice shall start 
A new creation in my soul, 

A native Eden io my heart. 



POPE^S WILLOW. 



VERSES 



Written for an Urn, made out of the TmnjL of the 
Weeping Willow, imported from the East, and plant- 
ed b^ Pope in his Grounds at Twickenha^, where it 
flourished many years; but, OetUing into decay, it 
was lately cut down. 



ERE Pops resignM hb tuneful breath, 
And made the turf his pillow, 

The Minstrel hung his harp in death 
Upon the drooping Willow ; 

That Willow from Euphrates' strand, 

Had sprung beneath his training hand. 

Jjong, as revolving seasons flew, 
From youth to age it flourished, 

By vernal winds and star-light dew, 
By showers and sun-beams nourished ; 

A^nd while in dust the Poet slept, 
willow o'er his ashes wept* 



rQPS^B WIUiQWt S^l 

Old Time beheld itt tSktBty bead 

IVith graceful grendeor toweriag« 
Its pensile boughs profusely spread^ 

The breezy lawn embowering. 
Till, archM around, there seemM to shoot' 
A grove of scions from one root. 

Thither, at Summer noon, he viewM 

The lovely Nine retreating. 
Beneath its twili^^t solitude 

With songs their Poet greeting, 
Whose spirit in the Willow spoke. 
Like Jove^s from dark Dodona^s oak. 



By harvest moonlight there he spied 

The fairy bands advaneing ; 
Bright Ariel's troop, on Thames' side, 

Around the Willow dancing ; 
Gay sylphs among the foliage playM, 
And glow-worms glitterM in the shade. 

One mom, while Time thus markM the tree. 

In beauty green and glorious, 
^ The hand,' he cried, ^ that planted thee, 

^ O'er mine was oft victorious ; 
' Be vengeance now my calm employ,<-» 
^ One work of Popk's I wiU destroy.' 
19* 
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He spake, and straek a alent Mow 
With that dread arm whose motioii 

Lays cedars, thrones, and temples k>w. 
And wields o^er land and ocean 

The onremitting axe of doom, ' 

That fells the forest of the tomb. 



Deep to the Willow's root it went, 
And cleft the core asunder, 

lake sudden secret lightning, sent 
Without recording thunder : 

— ^From that sad moment, slow away 

Began the Willow to decay. 



In vain did Spring Uiose bowers restore. 
Where Loves and Graces revellM, 

Autumn^s wild gales the branches tore, 
The thin grey leaves dishevelled, 

And every wasting Winter found 

The Willow nearer to the ground. 



Hoary, and weak, and bent with age. 
At length the axe assaiPd it : 

It bowM before the woodman^s rage ; 
— ^The swans of Thames bewaiPd it. 

With softer tones, with sweeter breath. 

Than ever charmM the ear of death. 
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O Pops ! hadst thou, whose lyre so long . 

The wondering world enchimted, 
Amidst thy paradise of song 

This Weeping Willow planted ; 
Among thy loftiest laurels seen, 
In deathless verse for ever green, — 

Thy chosen Tree had stood sublime^ 

The storms of ages braving, 
Triumphant o^er the wrecks of Time, 

Its verdant banner waviug. 
While regal pyramids decay 'd, 
And empires perished in its shade. 

An humbler lot, O Tree I was thine ; 

— Gone down in all thy glory, ' 
The sweet, the^moumful task be mine, 

To sing thy simple story ; 
Though verse like mine in vain would raise 
The fame of thy departed days. 

Yet, fallen Willow ! if to me 
Such power of song were given, 

My lips should breathe a soul through thee, 
And call down fire from heaven, 

To kindle in this hallowM Urn 

A flame that would for ever bum. 



A WALK IN SFR1NO. 



I WANDER'D in a lonely glade,' 
Where, issnhig from the forest shade, 

A little monntain stream 
Along the winding valley playM, 

Beneath the morning beam. 

Light o^er the woods of dark brown oak 
The west-wind wreathed the hoTering* smoke 

From cottage roofs eonceaPd, 
Below a rock abruptly broke, 

In rosy light reveaPd. 

^Twas in the iolaBoy of May, 
The uplands glowed in green array, 

"While from the ranging eye. 
The lessenmg landscape stretched away. 

To meet the bending sky. 

^Tis sweet in solitude to hear 
The earliest mnsic of the year, 

The Blackbird^s load wild note. 
Or, from the wintry thicket drear, 

The Thrashes stammering throat. 
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In rustic solitade 'tis sweet 

The earliest flowers of Spring to greet, 

The Tiolet from its tomb, 
The strawberry, creeping at our feet, 

The sorrePs simple bioom. 

Therefore I love the walks of Spring,— . 
While still I hear new warblers smg. 

Fresh-opening belles I see : 
Jojr flits on every roving wing, 

Hope buds on every tree. 

That mom I lookM and listenM long,^ 
Some cheering sight, some woodland songi, 

As yet unheard, unseen. 
To welcome, with remembrance strong 

Of days that once had been ;-— 

When gathering flowers, an eager child, 
I ran abroad with rapture wild ; 

Or, on more curious quest, 
Peeped breathless throun^ the eopse, aadtmiled}' 

To see the linnets nest. 

Already had I watched the flight 

Of swallows darting through the light, 

And mocked the cuckoo's call ; 
Already viewed, o'er meadows bright, 

The evening rain-bow fall. 
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Now in my walk, with sweet rarprise, 
1 saw tlie first Spring cowslip rise. 

The plant whose pensile flowers 
Bend to the earth their beauteous eyes, 

In sunshine as in showers. 

Lone on a mossy bank it grew, 
Where lichens, purple, white, and blue, 

Among the verdure crept ; 
Its yeUow ringlets, dropping dew. 

The breeses lightly swept. 

A bee had nestled on its blooms, 
He shook abroad their rich perfiune^y 

Then fled in airy rings ; 
His place a butterfly assumes, 

Glancing his glorious wings. 

O, welcome, as a friend 2 I cried; 
A friend through many a season tried. 

Nor ever sought in Tain, 
When May, with Flora at her side^ 

Is dancing on the plain. 

Sure as the Pleiades adorn 
The glittering coronet of mom. 

In calm delicious hours. 
Beneath their beams thy buds are born,, 

^Midst love-awakening showers. 
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ScalterM by Natore^s graceful hand, 
In briary glens, o'er pasture land, 

Thy fairy tribes we meet ; 
Gaj in the milk-maid^s path they stand^ 

They kiss her tripping feet. 

From winter'*8 farm-yard bondage fireed, 
The cattle bounding o'er the mead. 

Where green the herbage grows. 
Among thy fragrant blossoms feed. 

Upon thy tufts repose. 

Toeing his forelock o'er his mane. 
The foal, at rest upon the plain. 

Sports with thy flexile stalk, 
But stoops his little neck in vain, 

To crop it in his walk. 

Where thick thy primrose blossoms play, 
Lovely and innocent as they, 

O'er coppice lawns and dells. 
In bands the rural children stray. 

To pluck thy nectar'd bells ;— 

Whose simple sweets, with curious skill, 
The frugal cottage dames distil. 

Nor envy France the vine. 
While many a festal cup they fill 

With Britain's homely wiue« 
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Unchanging still from year to year. 
Like stars returning in their sphere, 

With undiminishM rays. 
Thy yemal constellations cheer 

The dawn of lengthening days. 

Perhaps from Natore^s earliest May, 
Imperishable ^midst decay, 

Thy self-renewing race 
Have breathed their balmy lives away 

In this neglected place* 

And O, till Natnre^s final doom, 
Here unmolested may they bloom. 

From scythe and plough secure, 
This bank their cradle and their tomb, 

While earth and skies endure ! 

Yet, lowly Cowslip, while in thee 
An old unalterM friend I see. 

Fresh in perennial prime ; 
From Spring to Spring behold in m^ 

The woes and waste of Time. 

This fading eye and withering mein 
Tell what a sufferer I have been. 

Since more and more estranged, 
From hope to hope, from scene to scene^ 

Through FoUy^s wilds I ranged.. 
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Then fields and woods I proudly spum'd ; 
From Natnre^s maiden love I tum'd, 

And wooed the enchantress Art ; 
Tet while for her my &ncy bumM 

Cold was my wretched heart,-^ 

TiD, distanced in Ambition's race, 
Weary of Pleasure's joyless chace. 

My peace untimely slain, 
Sick of the world, 1 tum'd my face / 

To fields and woods again. 

'Twas Spring ;— my former haunts I found, 
My faTOurite flowers adomM the ground. 

My darling minstrels play'd ; 
The mountains were with sunset crown'd, 

The valleys dun with shade. 

With lorn delight the scene I viewed, 
Past joys and sorrows were renewed ; 

My infant hopes and fears 
Looked lovely, through the solitude 

Of retrospectiye years. 

And stiD, m Memory's twilight bowers, 
The spirits of departed hours. 

With mellowing tints, pourtray 
The blossoms of life's vernal flowers 

For ever fall'n away. 
VOL. I. 20 
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im youth^s ddiriodt dfeatt it o^er, 
Saiigiime with hope we look before. 

The fotare good to find ; 
In age, when emr ohanna ao more. 

For bliM we look behind. 



RANZ DES VAGHES. 

QUAND reTeirai je en im jour 

Tous lea objets de mon amour, 

Nos claifs miBseaiix, 

Nos bameanx, 

Nos coteanx, 

Nos motttagnes, 

Et Pomement des nos montagnes 

La 81 gentille isabean f 

Dans Pombre dhin ormean, 

^nand dansend je an son dn chalamean^ 

Qnand reTeirai je en un jour 

Tous les objets de nton amour ; 

Monpere, 

Ma mere, 

Mon frere, 

Ma soeur, 

Mes agneauz 

Mes troupeaux, 

Mabergere? 



THE 



SWISS cowherd's song, 



IN A FOaSIGV liAVD, 

Imitated from the foregoing. 

O, WHEN shall I visit the land of my Inrth, 
The loveliest land on the faoe of the earth? 
When shall I those scenes of affection explore, 

Oar forests, our fountains, 

Our hamlets, onr mountains, 
With the pride of our mountains, the maid I adore ? 
O, when shall I dance on 1^« daisy^iviiite mead, 
In the shade of an elm, to the sbmid of the seed ? 

When shaU I return to that lowly retreat. 
Where all my fond objeots of tenderness meet,— > 
The lambs and the heifers that follow my call, 

My father, my mother. 

My sister, my brother, 
And dear Isabella, the joy of them all ? 
O, when shall I visit the land of my birth ? 
•^^Tit the loveliest land on the face of the earth. 



LA Q^UERCIA. 

Jifittta di Metoitano. 



SPREZZA il foror del vento 
Robttsta.Quercia, avesza 
Di ceato vemi e cento 
L^injiirie a tollerar. 

£ 8e pur cade al suolo, 
Spiega per I'onde il toIo, 
£ con quel vento bteMo 
Va contrastando in mar. 



THE OAK* 

MnUtatedfrom tfufongwng. 



Hie tan Oak^ towering to the dnei. 
The fury of the wind defies, 
From age to age, in Yirtiie strong. 
Inured to stand, and snfibr wrong. 

(VerwhelmM at length upon the plain. 
It puts forth wings, and sweeps the main ; 
The self-same foe undaunted Urares, 
And fights the wind vpon the waTes. 
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THE DIAL. 



THIS shadow on the Dial's face, 

That steak from day to daj, 
With slow, unseen, unceasing pace, 

Moments, and months, and jean away ;*- 
This shadow, whibfa, in cTery clime, 

Since light and motion first began. 
Hath held its course sublime ; — 

Whaiis it ? ^Mortal Man ! 

It is the scythe of TiMK : 
— A shadow only to the eye; 

Tet, in its calm career, 
It levels all beneath the sky ; 

And still, through each succeeding year. 
Bight onward, with resistless power. 
Its stroke shall darken every hour. 
Till N^ture^s race be run. 
And Timers last shadow shall eclipse ^e sun. 

Nor only o'er the Dial's face. 
This silent phantom, day by day. 

With slow, unseen, unceasing pace. 
Steals moments, months, and years away ; 
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SVom hoary rock and aged tree, 

From proud Palmyra's mouldering walb, 
7rom Teneriffe» towering o'er the sea^ 

From every blade of grass it falls ; 
Tor still, wherever a shadow sweeps, i 

The scythe of Tune destroys, 
And man at every footstep weept 

O^er evanescent joys ; 
Lifers flowerets glittering with the dews of mora. 
Fair for a moment then forever shorn : 
«i- Ah ! soon, beneath the inevitable blow, 
I too shall lie in dust and darkness low. 

Then Tun, the Conqueror, will suspend 

His scythe, a trophy, o^er my tomb. 
Whose moving shadow shall portei^d 

Each frail beholder^s doom; 
O^er the wide earth^s illumined space, 

Though Time's triumphant flight be shewn. 
The truest index on its face 

Points from the church-yard ston^ 



THE ROSES ; 

ADD&XUXS TO A VRISVD, OH TH> BIRTH OS Hll 
VI&ST CHILD. 



Two Roses on one slender spray. 

In sweet communion grew^ 
Together hailM the morning raj, 

And dfBjdk the evening dew ; 
While sweetilj wreath'd in mossy green, 
There sprang a little bad between. 

Throtfgh doads and snnshine, stopms and sbowen, 

TheyopenM into bloom, 
Mingling tlieir foliage and their flowers. 

Their beauty and perAime ; 
While foster'd on its rising stem. 
The bud became a purple gem. 

But soon their summer splendour passed, 

They faded in the wind, 
Tet were these Roses to the last, 

The loveliest of their kind. 
Whose crimson leaves, in falling round, 
AdomM and sanctified the ground. 
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When thus were all their honours shorn,. 

The bud unfolding rose, 
And blushed and brightenM as the mom 

From dawn to sunrise glows. 
Till o^er each parentis drooping head. 
The daughter's crowning glory spread. ' 

My Friends ! in youth's romantic prime, 

The golden age of man, 
Like these twin Roses spend your Time, 

— Life's little, lessening span ; 
Then be your breasts as free from cares. 
Tour hours as innocent as theirs. 

And in the infant bud that blows 

In your encircling arms, 
Mark the dear promise of a rose. 

The pledge of future charms. 
That o'er your withering hours shall shine« 
Fair, and more fair, as you decline ; — 

TiD, planted in that realm of rest. 

Where Roses never die. 
Amidst the gardens of the blest, 

Beneath a stormless sky. 
Ton flower afresh, like Aaron's rod. 
That blossomM at the sight of God. 



TO AGNES. 

Reply ta some Lines, beginning, ' Armt^ O Timf 
thyJUttmg, course J* 



TIME will not check his eager flight, 
Though gentle Aoirss scold. 

For 'tis the Sage's dear delight 
To make yom^ Ladies old. 

Then listen, AoirKS, friendship sings ; 

Seise fast his forelock grey. 
And pluck from his careering wings 

A feather every day. 

AdomM with these, defy his rage. 
And bid him plough your face. 

For every furrow of old age 
Shall be a line of grace. 

Start not ; old age is Virtue's prime ; 

Most lovely she appears. 
Clad in the spoils of vanquished Time, 

Down in the vale of years. 

Beyond that vale, in boundless bloom. 
The eternal mountains rise ; 

Virtue descends not to the tomb. 
Her rest is in the skies. 



AN EPITAPH. 



ART tbon a Blan of honest mould, 
'With ferveBt heart, and aoulainceK? 

Jk husband, father, friend ? — ^Behold 
Thy Brothw slumbers here. 

The sun ^at wakes yon vioIet^s bloom, 
Once cheered his eye, now dark in death^ 

The wind that wanders o'er this tomb 
Was once his vital breath. 

The roving wind ^riiall pass away, 
The warming sun forsake the sky ; 

Thy brother, in that dreadful day, 
Shan live,— AAd never die. 



X ^ ra 



THE 



OLD man's song. 



SHALL Man of frail fruition boast ^ 

Shall life be counted dear, 
Oft bat a moment, and, at most, 

A momentary year ! 

There was a time,— »that time is past,— 
When, Youth ! I bloom'd like thee ; j 

A time will come, — ^tis coming fast, 
When thou shalt fade like me :— 

Like me through varying seasons rangei 
And past enjoyments mourn ; — 

The fairest, sweetest Spring shall change 
To Winter in its turn. 

In infancy, my Temal prime, 

When life itself was new. 
Amusement pluckM the wings of Time, 

Tet swifter still he flew. 
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Summer my yonth succeeded soon, 

My sun ascended high, 
And Pleasure held the reins till noon, 

But Grief droTe down the sky. 

Like Autumn, rich in ripening com, 

Came muihood's sober reign ; 
My harrest-moon scarce filPd her horn^ 

When she began to wane. 

Close followM age, infirm old age. 

The winter of my year ; 
When shall I fall before his rage. 

To rise beyond the sphere ! 

f long to cast the chains away, 

That hold my soul a slave. 
To burst these dungeon- walls of clay. 

Enfranchised from the graTe. 

life lies in embryo, — ^never free 

Tm Nature yields her breath ; 
Tin Time becomes Eternity, 

And Man is bom in Death* 
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GLOW-WORM. 



The Ma]eofthbIiipe0lM«Mdtebe*F}y,wiNQli<Ke 
Female Cateipfllar attracts in the night 1^ the hutot 
of her traiii. 



WHEN Evenfaig otoses Nature's eye, 
The Glow-worm fights her littte spaik. 

To captivate her faforfte VTf , 
And tempt the roTer ffannigh the tek. 

Conducted bj a s i wetfe r iter, 
Than all that deck flie field* ilhe^ 

He fondly hastens *nOfii arar, 
To soothe her soHtnde wWt hnet 

Thus, in this wilderness of tears, 
Amidst the worid^s perplexing gleomi 

The transient toreh of Hymen cheers 
The pflgrim jonmeying to the tooib. 

Unhappy he, whose hopeless eye 
Toms to the Hght of lo?e in vain; 

Whose Cynosnre is hi (lito sky, 
He on the daik and fonely main; 



BOLEHILL TREES 



A cooipicuouB Pkntation, encompasshig a School-house 
and Pla^-|;ro«nd, on a bteak ennnence, at Barlow, ia 
Deibyihire ; on tba on« band faeiag tfait hi^ moon, 
OB toe other, overlooking a richly cultivated, weU- 
wooded, and mountainous country, near the seat o^ 
9 Gentleman where the Writer has spent many 
happy r 



Now peace to bii aahea iriio planted yen tteea. 

That welmae aj mundering eye I 
Inlof^ Inxnriance they were witk the bfeew^ 

And resemble agiv^ in tlie dcy : 
On the brow of the wMntalii, vnenlteKd aoid bieak, 

Vhmj ff— ish ki grandcor raUmie, 
Adoming ita bald and majeftral peek. 

Like the rock on the forehead of Time. 

A hmd-maik they rise ;«-«tii til* atnoger l»rloni> 

AH aigkt OB lU wM bealh. dUs9^\l, 
?Tii rapture to spy the yo«ig boanlfieff of Mem 

Unveang Mnnd One dask sfaade: 
The homeward-bomd hiuiMiidMa»>^ to behold, 

Om the lino q§ tke grey eveniBg scene, 
Their branches yet gkamiBg wHh purple and goM, 

And the snnaet expiring between. 
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The mudent that gather the (hitts of the yooor,^ 

While weary and fainting the j roam. 
Through the bine daaling distance of noon-li^t 
explore 

The trees that remind them of home : 
The children that range in the rallej sospend 

Their sports and in ecstacj gaze,* 
When thej see the broad moon from the mmnat 
ascend, 

And their school-honse and grore in a blase. 

O ! sweet to my son! is that beantifol groroi 

Awakening remembrance most dear; 
— ^^^hen lonely in anguish and esile I roYe, 

Wherever its glories appear, 
It gladdens my spirit, it sooths from alar 

With tranquO and tender delight, 
It shines through my heart, like a hope-beaQiing ehr 

Alone in the desert of nighL 

It tells me of momenti of innocent bBss, 

For ever imd ever gone o^ear; 
Like the light of a smile, like <the balm of a kiss. 

They were,*but they will be no more. 
Yet wherefore of pleasures departed complaitti 

That leare such endearment behind ? 
Though the sun of their sweetness be sunk in the main, 

Their twilight still rests on the mind. 
* Bilbecrisi, clofter-WriM, sad JrHM^erri^i. 
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Then ptace to his aihei who planted thoie treet I 

Sapreme o'er the landscape they riie, 
With iii^ple and lovely niagnificence pleaie 

All bofloms, and ravish all eyes : 
Nor marble, nor brass, could emblason his faoae, 

Like his own silver trophies, that wave 
In graceful memorial, and whisper his name^ 

And scatter their leaves on his grave. 

Ah ! thus, when I sleep in the desolate tomb, 

May the laurels I planted endure. 
On the mountain of high immortality bloom, 

*Midst lightning and tempest secure! 
Then ages unborn shall their verdure admire, 

And nations sit under their shade, 
While my spirit, in secret, shall move o'er my lyie* 

Aloft in their branches display'd. 

Hence, dream of vain glory ! — the light drop of dew, 

That glows in the violet's eye. 
In the splendour of mom to a fugitive view, 

May rival a star of the sky ; 
But the violet is plnck'd, and the dew-drop is flowbf 

The star unextinguished shall shine ; 
Then mine be the laurels of virtue alone. 

And the glories of Paradise j 
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MOLE-HIIX. 



TELL m«, thou dust beneath my feet^ 
TfaoQ diut that once hadst bieath ! 

Tell me how manj mortals meet 
In this small hill of death ? 

The Mole, that scoops with cnrioiu toil 

Her subterranean bed, 
Thinks not she ploughs a human ioi]| 

And mines among the dead. 

But, p ! wherever she turns the ground 

Mj kindred earth I see ; 
Once everjr atom of this monnd 

Lived, breathed, and felt like me. 

Like me these elder-bom of clay 

^joyM the cheerful light, 
Bore the brief burden of a day, 

And went to rest at night. 



r;» -' -^^ r^ 
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Far in the regioiii of the meni. 

The fifing sun swmjn 
PalmjnU palaces forlotBi 

Empurpled with his lays. 

The spirits of the desert dwell 
Where eastern grandeur shone^ 

And vultures seream, hyenas yell 
Round Beanty^s mouldering throne* 

There the pale pilgrim, as be standi 

Se^, from the broken watt, 
The shadow tottering on the sands. 

Ere the loose fragment fittt. 

Destruction jejFs, amid Ihoee scenes, 

To watch the sport of Fate, 
While Time Wtween the pillars leans, 

And bows them with his weight. 

But towers ead temples omshM by Tune, 

Stupendous wrecks ! appear 
To me less mournfully sobiime 

Than the poor Mole-bi0 here. 

Through all this hillock's crumbling mould 
Once the warm life-blood ran ; 

— Here thine original behold, 
And here thy ruins, Man I 
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Methinks this duft jet heaves with breath ; 

Ten thoQsand pulses beat; 
Tell me, — in this small hill of death, 

How man J mortals aieet ? 

By wafting winds and flooding rains, 

From ocean, earth, and sky, 
CoOected here, the fml remains 

4H ihimbering millions lie. 

What scene of terror and amaze 

Breaks through the twilight gloopn? 
What hand invisible displays 

The secrets of the tomb f 

All ages and all nations rise, 

And erery grain of earth 
Beneath my feet, before mine eyes, 

Is startled into birth. 

like gliding mists the shadowy forms 

Through the deep valley spread. 
And like descending clouds in storms 

Lower round the mountain's head. 

O^er the wide champaign while they pass, 

Their footsteps yield no sound, 
Nor shake from the light trembling grass 

A dew-drop to the grovnd. 
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Among ibtt imdistiBgiiiihM kottt. 
My wondering eyet explore 

AwAil, flnbliine, teniBc gbocti, 
Heroes and kings of yore:*- 

Tyrants, the comets of their load, 
Whose withering lailiieBce ran 

Through all the promise of the mind) 
And smote and mildewM i 



Sages, the pleiadet 9i eartk. 
Whose genie} aspecte sauled, 

And flowers and fruitage sprang tto JuBtk 
O'er all the human wild. 

Ton gloomy mfllan, ga(dM taA goied> 

Was he, whose fatal MSk 
first beal^ the plovgfa-ehara «o a amrdf 

And taught the art to kilL 

Behind him slpdki a shUd^, Mfeft 
Of fondly-wonhippV} Fbne } 

He built the Pyramids,— but kll 
No stone to tdi his i 



Who is the chief, with visage daik 
As tempests when they roar ? 

—The first who pushM his dflmg btik 
Beyond the timid shore. 
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Through stoittt 4)f 4ea«h and seM of ^ratdt 

He steerM with stedA«t ey<e ; 
HiB path WM OB the 4eeert waives, 

His compass in 4iie altf • 

The jo#tb iviolAi hkgfaoefoi band. 

Struck the un a hap o n klook, 
And Beauty leaped) at Us ooMnaad, 

A Venus from the rook* 

Trembling with eostacy of Ihoa^t, 

Behold the Grecian ataid, 
^hom love^s.enohanting impulse taught 

To trace a slumberei^a shade* 

Sweet are the thefts of lofe )— ofte stole 

His image while he lay. 
Kindled the shadow to a soid, 
- And breathed that soul 1hi««gh«ky. 

Ton listenkig aymph, who looks behind, 

With countenance of fire, 
Heard midnight mnsie in the wind, 

— And framed the i&oMan lyre. 

AB hail !— The Sko of Sottg appear*, 

The Muses^ eldest bom ; 
The sky-lark in the dawn ff years, 

The poet of the mora. 
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He horn the depth of careniM woods. 

That echoed to hit voice, 
Bade mountaiiu, valleys, winds, and ibods. 

And earth and heaven rejoiee. 



Though chann^d to meekness while he 
The wild beasts round him ran. 

This was the trinmph of his tongae,^- 
It tamed the heart of man. 

Dim through the mist of twifi|^t times 

The ghost of Cyrus walks ; 
Behind him, red with glorious crimes, 

The son of Ammon stalks. 

Relentless Hannibal, in pride 
Of sworn, fixM hatred, lowers; 

Cesar, — ^'tis Brutus at his side,— 
In peerless grandeur towers. 

With moonlight softness Helen's charms 
Dissolve the spectred gloom, 

The leading star of Greece in aims, 
Portending Ilion^s doom* 

But Homer ;— see the bard arise ; 

And hark! — he strikes the lyre ; 
The Dardan warriors lil)t their eyes. 

The Argive Chieiis respire. 



THE MOLS-HILL. 'SdS 

And while hit m^ic roHs along. 

The towers of Troy sublime. 
Raised by tbe magic breath of song, 

Mock the destroyer Time. 

For still around the eternal walls 

The storms of battle rage : 
And Hector conquers, Hector falls, 

Bewept in every age. 

Genius of Homer ! were it mine 

To track thy fiery car, 
And in thy sunset course to shine 

A radient evening star, — 

What theme, ^hat laurel might the Mme 

Reclaim from ages ffed f 
What realm^iestoring hero chuse 

To summon from the dead f . 

Tonder his shadow ifits away : 

—Thou shalt not thus depart ; 
Stay, thou transcendent spirit, stay^ 

And tell me who thou art i 

'Tis Alfred:— In the rolls of Fame, ' 

And on a midnight page^ 
Blazes his broad refulgent i 

The watch-light of his age. 
VOL. u ?2 
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A Danish winter, from the north, 
HowlM o'er the British wUd, 

But Alfred, like the spring, brake forth. 
And all the desert smOed. 

Back to the deep he rollM the wares, 

Bjr mad invasion hnriM ; 
His voice was liberty to slaves, 

Defiance to the world. 

And still that voice o'er land and sea 

Shall Albion's foes appal ; 
The race of Alfred will be free ; 

Hear it, and tremble, Gaul I 

But lo ! the phantoms fade in flight, 
Like fears that cross the mind. 

Like meteo^ gleaming through the night, 
Like tliunders on the wind. 

The vision of the tomb is past ; 

Beyond it who can tell 
In what mysterious region cast 

Immortal st>iritB dweD i 

I know not, but I soon shall know, 
When life's sore conflicts cease^ 

When this desponding heart lies low, 
And I shall rest in peace. 
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For see, on Death^s bewildering wmve. 

The rainbow Hope arise, 
A bridge of gloiy o^er the gravei 

That bends beyond the skies. 

From earth to Heaven it swells and shines, 

The pledge of bliss to man ; 
Time with eternity combines, 

And grasps them in a span. 



CAST- AW AY SHIP* 



The tnbjects of the two following Poems were suggested 
br the loss of the Blenheim, commanded by Sir 
Thomas Trowbridge, which was separated from tbe 
vessels under its convoj, during a storm, in the In- 
dian Ocean. — The Admiral^s son afterwards made a 
* Toyage, without success, in search of his father. — 
Trowbridge was one of Nelson^s captains at the Bat- 
tle of the Nile, but his ship unfortunately ran a-grMind 
as he was bearing down on the enemy. 



A VESSEL sailed from Albion^s shore, 

To utmost India bound, 
Its crest a hero's pendant bore 

With broad sea-laurels crownM 
In many a fierce and noble fight, 
Though foiPd on that Egyptian night, 

When Gallia^s host was drown'd, 
And Nelson o'er his country^s foes, 
Like the destroying angel rose. 
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A gay and gallant company, 

With shouts that rend the air, 
For warrior-wreaths upon the sea. 

Their joyful brows prepare ; 
But many a maiden^s sigh was sent. 
And many a mother^s blessing went, , 

And many a father^s prayer, 
With that exulting ship to sea. 
With that undaunted company. 

The deep, that, like a cradled child. 

In breathing slumber lay. 
More warmly blush'd, more sweetly smiled, 

As rose the kindling day ; 
Through ocean^s mirror, dark and clear, 
Reflected skies and clouds appear 

In morning's rich array ; 
The land is lost, the waters l^low, 
VTis heaven above, around, below. 

Majestic o'er the sparkling tide, 

See the tall vessel sail. 
With swelling wings, in shadowy pride, 

A swan before the gale ; 
Deep-laden merchants rode behind ; 
^ — But, fearful of the fickle wind, 

Britannia's cheek grew pale. 
When, lessening through the flood of lights 
Their leader vanished from her sight, 
22* 
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Oft had she haiPd its trephiedtirdw^ 

Victorious from the war, 
And bannerM maats that would iwt bow, 

Though riv^n with many a sear ; 
Oft had her oaks their tribute brdog^ht. 
To rib its flanks, with -thunder firinight : 

But late her evil star 
Had cursed it on itshomefward waj, 
— ' The spoiler shall becone the pfey** * 

Thus wamM, Britannia^s anzioas heart 
ThrobbM with prophetic woe, 

When she beheld ^bat ship d^art, 
A fair ill-omenM show ! 

So views the mother, throu|fh her teurs, 

The daughter of iier hopes and fears, 
When hectic beauties glow 

On the frail cheek, where sweetly- bloom 

The roses of an eariy tonib. 

No fears the brave advcntttftes knew ; 

Peril and death they spurft'd ; 
Like full-fledged eagles forth thej fleW ; 

Jove's birds, that proudly butnM, 
In battle-hurricades to wield 
His lightnings on iihe billowy field ; 

And many a look they tumM 
O'er the blue Vaste of waves, to spy 
A Gallic ensiga^-theeky. 
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But not to crash the Taunting foe. 

In combat on the oiain, 
Nor perish bjr a glorioiu Mow, 

In mortal triumph slain. 
Was their unutterable fate ; 
— ^That story would the Muse relate, 

The song might rise in vaiii ; 
In Ocean^s deepest, darkest bed 
The secret slumben with the dead. 

On Indians long-ezpectliig sfruid 
Their sails were ne^er fnri^d.; 

Never on known or frie&dl j laad. 
By storms their keel was huriM ; 

Their native soil no more ihej trod; 
^Thej rest beneath no hallowed sod ; 
Throughout the livii^ world. 

This sole memorial^ of their lot 

Remains, — Ihejr were, and they are n 

The Spirit of the Cape* poTBued 
Their long and toilsome way ; 

At length, in ocean solitude, 
He sprang i^on his prey ; 



* TIm Cape of Good Hope, formerly called tlie Cape of Storms*^ 
89« Camotns^ Lwiad^ book Y. 
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* HaToc ! ^ the ahipwreck-demon cried, 
Loosed all bis tempesti on the tide, 

Gave all his lightnings plaj: 
The abyss recoil'd before the blasts 
Firm stood the seamen tiU the last. 

Like shooting stars, athwart the gloom 
The merchant-sails were sped ; 

Tet oft, before its midnight doom, 
Thej marked the high mast-head 

Of that devoted vessel, tost 

B J winds and floods, now seen, now lost ; 
While OTerf gun-fire spread 

A dimmer flash, a fainter roar ; 

—At length thejr saw, they heard no more. 

There are to whom that ship was dear. 

For loTe and kindred's sake ; 
When these the voice of Rumour hear. 

Their inmost heart shall quake. 
Shall doubt, and fear, and wish, and grieve, 
Believe, and long to unbelieve. 

But never cease to ache ; 
Still doomed, in sad suspense, to bear 
The Hope that keeps alive Despair. 
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HE sought bis Sire from iBiM>re to shore. 

He sought him day bjr dajr ; 
The prow he track'd was seen no more, 

BreasthEig the o^emHipfaj ; 
Tet, as th6 winds his Towage sped, 
"Ae saiTd aboVe liis father's head, 

Unconscious where it laj, 
Deep, deep beneath the rolling main : 
— ^He sought his Sire ; lie sought in Tain. 

Bon of the brave no longer weep!; 

Still with affection tnie^ 
Along the wild disastrous deep, 

Thjr father's couna pursue ; 
Full m his wake of glorj sl»er. 
His spirit prompts tiijr hoid cctreeis, 

His compass 'guides thee ihrougfa i 
So, while thjr thunders awe the sea, 
Britain shaU&id thy Sire m thee. 
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TO THB MEMO&T OV 

^ Ji, Female whiMn Siekntat had recondltd to the Notee 
o/ 5orrofr,' 

Who correiponded with the Author under this rigna- 
tare, on the fint pubiioatioa of his Poems, in 1806, 
but died soon after ; when her real name and merits 
were disclosed to him b j one of her sonrivini; firiendi* 



MT Song of Sorrow reaeh'd her ear ; 
She raised her languid head to hear, 
And, smiling in the arms of Death, 
Consoled me with her latest breath. 

What u the Poet's highest aim. 
His richest heritage of fame? 
—To track the warrior's fiery road, 
With havoc, spoil, destruction strowM, 
While nations bleed along the plains, 
DraggM at his chariot wheels in chains? 
— With fawning hand to woo the Ijre, 
Profanely steal celestial fire^ 
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And bid an idoPs altar blaie 
With incense of unhallow'd praise f 
—With syren strains, Circean art, 
To win the ear, beguile the heart, 
Wake the wild passions into rage, 
And please and prostitute the age f 

NO !— to the generous Bard belong 
Diyiner themes and purer song : 
To hail Religion from above,. 
Descending in the form of Love, 
And pointing through a world of strife 
The narrow way that leads to life : 
— ^To pour the balm of heavenly rest 
Through Sorrow's agonizing breast ; 
With Pity's tender arms embrace 
The orphans of a kindred race ; 
And in one zone of concord bind 
The lawless spoilers of mankind : 
•—To sing in numbers boldly free 
The wars and woes of liberty ; 
The glory of her triumphs tell, 
Her nobler suffering when she fell,* 
Girt with the phalanx of the brave, 
Or widow'd on the patriot's grave. 
Which tyrants tremble to pass by, 
Ev'n on the car of Victory. 

* • Pta ral d*ogiu rittoria un bel sofirire.' 

Goftftsui PaueriHu 
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These are the Bard^i mUimest tiewi. 

The angel vinoiit of the ifme. 

That o'er his moming sloffibers shine ; 

These are his theflB«s,-~aiid these were niiie. 

— ^Bot pale Despondenej, that ilele 

The light of gladness ftioai mj soqI, 

WhUe Tooth and FoUjr blmdfold ran 

The giddj circle up to Man, . 

Breathed a dark spirit through mj )yi«, 

DimmM the noon-ra4iance of mj fire, 

And cast a mournful eyening hue * 

O'er every soeiw my fanoy diew. 

Then though the proud despised my strain, 

It flowM not irom my heart in vain ; 

The lay of freedom, fervour, truth. 

Was dear to undissembling youth. 

From manly breasta dhrew generous nghs. 

And Virtue's tears from Beauty's eyes. 

My Song of Sorrow rsaofa'd HER ear ; 
She raised her languid head to hear. 
And, smiling in the. arms of Death, 
She bless'd me wiih her latest breath. 

A secret hand to me conveyM 
Th^ thoughts of that inspiring Maid ; 
They came like voices on the wind, 
Heard in the stillness of the mind, 
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When round tlM^ FttetV twffighf walk 
Aerial beings Mem to talk. 
Not th» twM stMi^ofLeda thine 
With vernal infltMDoe Mora benigii, 
Nor sweeter, i» the syhran vi^ 
Smgs the lone-warbling irightiBgakf 
Than through my shades her faietre broke, 
Than to mj grM hw spirit Mpdkie, 

Mjr fancy formM her yemtg" and Aar^ 
iPure as her sister Klies wete, 
Adom'd with meekest maiden graee, 
With every charm of sonl and face, 
That Virtue^s awful eye aj^roves, 
And fond Affection dearly loves { 
Heaven in her open aspect seen, 

Her Maker'0 image in her irien. 

* 

Such was tiie picture Fftney drew, 
In lineaments diviaely trarr 
The Muse by her mysterious art, 
Had shewn her likeness to my heart, 
And every faithful featun brought 
O^er the clear mirror of my thought. 
— ^But she was waning to the tomb ; 
The worm of death was ia her bloom ; 
Yet as the mortal frame decked, 
Strong through the ruins rose the mind: 
VOL. I. 23 
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As the dim omod, wImb mig^t moaoiBy 

Slow in the east the darimess reads, 

Tbroagfa melfinc^ cioUds, bj gndlud #6Mtt, 

PooiB the miid sf^ndovr of ber beaatt. 

Then bursts in triaBq>h o^er the pole, 

Free as a disembodied soul I 

Thus while the veil of flesh deeayd, 

Her beaoties br^len'd throvgh th« shade ; 

Charms which her lowlj heart concealM 

In nature's weakness were reTeaTd ; 

And still the onrobing spirit cast 

Diviner glories to the last, 

DiBsoWed its bends, and cleared its flight, 

Eme^ing into perfect light. 

Tet shall the friends irbo loved her weep, 
Though shrined in pieace the suflferer sleep. 
Though rapt to hearen the saint a^iife, * 
IfVith seraph guards, on wiogs of fire ; 
Tet shall thej weep ;— for oft and well 
Remembrance shall her stoiy tell, 
Aflbction of her virf^ies speak. 
With beaming eye and burning chee^, 
Each action, wok-d, and look recall 
The last, the loveliest of all. 
When on the lap of death she 1^, 
Serenely smiled her soul away. 
And left surviving Friendship's breast • 
Warm with the sunset of her rest. 
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O Th^ii who wert on oartb Qnknown, 
Companion of mj thought alone, 
Unchanged in heaven to me thoo iffty 
Stin hold communion with my heart ; 
Cheer thou my hopes, exalt my Tiewi, 
Be the good angel of myjduse ; 
.—And if to tiune approving ei^r 
My plaintive numbers once were dear ; 
If, falling round thy dying hours, 
like evening dews on closing flowers, 
They soothM thy pains, and through thy soul 
With melancholy sweetness stole, 
H£AR M£ : — r-^^^n slumber from mine eyes^ 
That roll in irksome darkness, flies ; 
When the lorn spectre of unrest 
At conscious mi^lnight haunts my breast ; 
When former joys and present woes, 
And future fears are all my foes ; 
Spirit of my departed friend ! 
Calm through the troubled gloom descend, 
With strains of trhimph on thy tongue, 
Such as to dying saints are sung ; 
Such as in Paradise the ear 
Of God himself delights to hear : 
— Come all unseen ; be only known 
By Zion^s harp of higher tone, 
Warbling to thy mysterious voice ;, 
Bid my desponding powers rejoice -, 
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And I wffl ]i9teii to thj ky, 
Till night and sorrow flee hinj. 
Till gladness o*er agp bosom riaA» 
And morning kindle lomul the skarn. 

If thus to me, sweet saint^ be gnren 
To learn from thee the hjrmn* of heaTea, 
Thine inspiralm will impart 
Seraphic ardours to mj heart ; 
My voice thy mtmo ahaU pretong. 
And echo tl^ entraaciag senig ; 
My lyre, with sysq^thy dima. 
Shall anawer eTery chord of thine^ 
Tin their consenting tonea gnre bifth 
To harmonies unknown on earth. 
Then shall my thon^to, i« lira^ ftie 
Sent down from heaTen, to he«iren aflfHfe« 
My verse through lofty nmanire nse, 
A scale of glory to the skiea, 
.Resembling,^ on each haUowM theme, 
The ladder of the Patriwch'a dteai% 
O^er which descending angels shone, 
On earthly missiona from the throne^ 
Returning by the steps tbegr trad 
Up ,to t^e Paradtfe of 0«d. 
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